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True Detective Mysteries 


money I can do it/" 


T ALL started one day after lunch. The 
office crowd was in the recreation-room, 
smoking and talking, while I thumbed 

through a magazine. 

“Why so quiet, Joe," some one called to 
me. 

“Just reading an ad," I replied, “all about 
a new way to learn music by mail. Says here 
any one can learn to play in a few months at 
home, without a teacher. Sounds easy, the 
way they tell about it.” 

“Ha, ha," laughed Fred Lawrence, ''do 
you suppose they would say it was hard?” 

“Perhaps not," I came back, a bit peeved, 
“but it sounds so reasonable I thought I'd 
write them for their booklet.” 

Well, maybe I didn’t get a razzing then! 

Finally Fred Lawrence sneered: ‘Why, 
it'sabsurd. The poor fellow really believes 
hecan learn music by mail!” 

To this day I don’t know what made me 
come back at him. Perhaps it was because 
I really was ambitious to learn to play the 
piano. Anyhow, before I knew it I'd cried, 
"Yes, and I'll bet money I can do it." But 
the crowd only laughed harder than ever. 


Suppose I Was Wrong— 


As I walked upstairs to my desk I began 
to regret my haste. Suppose 
that music course wasn’t 
what the ad said. Suppose it 
was too difficult for me. And 
how did I know I had even 
the least bit of talent to help 
me out If I fell down, the 
boys in the office would have 
the laugh on me for life. But 
just as I was beginning to 
weaken, my lifelong ambi- 
tion to play and my real love 
of music came to the rescue. 
And I decided to go through 
with the whole thing. 

During the few months 
that followed, Fred Lawrence 
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never missed a chance to give me a sly dig about my 
bet. And the boys always got a good laugh, too. 
But I never said a word. I was waiting patiently 
for a chance to get the last laugh myself. 


My Chance Arrives 


Things began coming my way during the office 
outing at Pine Grove. After lunch it rained, and 
we all sat around inside looking at each other. 
Suddenly some one spied a piano in the corner. 
“Who can play?” everyone began asking. Natu- 
rally, Fred Lawrence saw a fine chance to have some 
fun at my expense, and he got right up. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," he began, "our friend 
Joe, the music-master, has consented to give us a 
recital.” 

That gave the boys a good laugh. And some of 
them got on either side of me and with mock 
dignity started to escort me to the piano. I could 
hear a girl say, “Oh, let the poor fellow alone; can't 
you see he's mortified to death?" 


The Last Laugh 


I smiled to myself. This was certainly a wonder- 
ful setting for my little surprise party. Assuming a 
scared look, I stumbled over to the piano while the 
crowd tittered. 

"Play 'The Varsity Drag'," shouted Fred, think- 
ing to embarrass me further. 


I began fingering the keys, and then... with a 
wonderful ling of cool confidence . . . broke 
right into the very selection Fred asked for. There 
was a sudden hush in the room as I made that old 


piano talk. But in a few minutes I heard a fellow 

jump to his feet and shout, "Believe me, the boy 
is there! Let's dance!" 

Tables and chairs were pushed 

aside, and soon the whole crowd 


was shuffling around having a 
whale of a time. Nobody would 
hear of me stopping, least of all 
the four fellows who were singing 
in harmony right at my elbow. 
So I played one peppy selection 


after another until I finished with 
“Crazy Rhythm" and the crowd 
stopped dancing and singing to 
ZiowsHas asl applaud me. As I turned around 
Guitar to thank them, there was Fred 
Drums and holding a tenspot right under my 
Traps nose. 
eg in “Folks,” he said, addressing the 
Ukulele ging crowd again, “I want to apologize 
Trombone publicly to Joe. I bet him he 
couldn't learn to play by mail, and 
believe me, he sure deserves to 
win the money!" 
“Learn to play by 
claimed a dozen people. 


'Cello 
Guitar 
Piccolo 


inger Control 
mail!" ex- 


“That 


v 


- 


sounds impossible! Tell us how you did it!" 

I was only too glad to tell them how I'd always 
wanted to play but couldn't afford a teacher, and 
couldn't think of spending years in practice. I 
described how I had read the U. S. School of Music 
ad, and how Fred bet me I couldn't learn to play 
by mail. 

“Folks,” I continued, “it was the biggest surprise 
of my life when I got the first lesson. It was fun 
right from the start, everything as simple as A-B-C. 
There were no scales or tiresome exercises. And all 
it required was part of my spare time. 
time I was playing jazz, classical piec and in fact, 
anything I wanted. Believe me, that certainly was 
a profitable bet I made with Fred." 


Play Any Instrument 


You, too, can now feach yourself to be an accom- 
plished musician—right at home—in half the usual 
time. You can’t go wrong with this simple new 
method which has already shown over half a million 
people how to play their favorite instruments 
by note. Forget that old-fashioned idea that you 
need special "talent." Just read the list of instru- 
ments in the panel, decide which one you want to 
play and the U. S. School will do the rest. And 
bear in mind no matter which instrument you 
choose, the cost in each case will be the same— 
averaging just a few cents a day. No matter 
whether you are a mere beginner or already a good 
performer, you will be interested in learning about 
this new and wonderful method. 


Send for Our Free Booklet and 
Demonstration Lesson 
Thousands of successful students never dreamed 
they possessed musical ability until it was revealed 
to them by a remarkable ''Musical Ability Test” 


In a short 


which we send entirely without cost with our 
interesting tree - 

If you are in ut wanting to play your 

i 1 ain happiness 


send at once for 
onstration Lesson which exy 


amazing new Automatic Finger-Control. No 
cost—no oblieation. Sign and send the convenient coupon 
now. Instruments supplied when needed, cash or credit. 
U. S. School of Music, 3063 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C. 


U. S. School of Music, 
3063 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


Please send me your free book, "Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home," with introd: on by Dr. Frank 
Crane, Free Demonstration Le and particulars of 


our easy payment plan. I am interested in the following 


course: 
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. The STRANGE DEATH of BEAUTIFUL 
ELIZABETH GRIFFITH 


The *'TIP-OFF" on ROOM 46 WHO DID IT? 
Underworld revenge, this hot tip given to Los —one of the most sensational crimes of the South. 
Angeles detectives—and what they found gave them Elizabeth Griffith, lovely 17-year-old girl, was found 
the surprise of their lives! dead in Doctor Schott's office in Louisville. Why? 


The HORROR in the BASEMENT ES did st 
Of all the scarlet crimes, from the Atlantic to the The PARROT, the TRUNK, and the MURDER 
Pacific, this horrible murder of a pretty 14-year-old This notorious case, handled by the astute Inspector 
factory girl stands alone in its terrible fiendishness Byrnes—"the trunk murder in the Ghetto," as it 
and cruelty. was called—holds you spellbound from the moment 


the gruesome discovery is made—until the detecti 
WILL the AMBROSE SMALL MYSTERY Yet Be hound the murderer to his lair! A great detective 
SOLVED? story! 8 S 
s E 
Professor Maximilian Langsner, celebrated crimi- 
nologist of Vienna, says: “It will be solved!" Colonel PHANTOM FINGER-PRINTS 
T p e desi a Seite: Gt RENE nemi e A SR A nae 
RUE DETECTI ast September, s h Michigan—and what happened to her 
what has happened since its publication, which .has makes your blood run cold! Crime in the raw, yes— 
caused a sensation. Don't miss this! but it has its lesson! 


Also On the TRAIL of BLACK BART—The SHADOW That SAVED a LIFE—How “SILENT PHIL'S" 

RACKET TRAPPED HIM —BLOWING the “WORKS” in NEW YORK'S UNDERWORLD, and other great 

detective stories by some of the best sleuths in America. All in the April TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES, 
on all news stands March 15th. 
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True Detective 


The World's biggest, 
most fascinating 


You needn't slave away at small wages another 
minute—mail coupon and I'll tell you how I train 
you at home in your spare time for positions paying 
up to $150 a week. Unlimited opportunities for 
trained Electrical and Mechanical Auto Experts. 
Let me show you how my “JOB-WAY” training 
has prepared hundreds of men just like yourself 
for a quick, brilliant success in the Auto business. 


Earn Up to $150 a Week! 


Don't sell your time for low pay! You don't need to 
when you have my "JOB-WAY" training. As 
Directing Engineer of this Institution I know what 
training you need to succeed, AND I GIVE YOU 
THAT TRAINING right in your own home. MAS- 
TER every branch of Auto, Truck and Tractor work. 
I train you with JOBS—not books. I bring the 
priginal "JOB-WAY" training TO YOUR HOME! 


Read My Experience, Education 

Agreement Not Needed! 
Ten agreements in my I don't care how little schooling 
big free Auto book. you have, I will train you to be- 
No. 1 is “I will refund come an Auto Mechani 
every cent of your fund your money! y 
money if after receiv- men of all ages have bec 
ing my training you are e owne a 


“Be sure to get my 
rt and read all ten 
agreements, 

Address Me 
Personally 


CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 


1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 1693, 


Mysteries 


Start to Make 
Money Quick 
Like Morriston 
M. J. Morriston, Parkers- 
burg, W. Va. (photoatright) 
never had a day's experience 


wh s a 

through his “JO 
course, "What I have al- 
ready learned is worth over 
$500 to me. I have gone into 
business and I’m making 
over $50 a week clear, with 
wonderful prospects," And 
what Mr. Morriston and 
hundreds of others have 
done I will help you to dol 


No Other *JOB-WAY" 
My training includes ALL E 


—lgnition, Starting, Lighting—ALL Me- 
chanical end, Welding, Brazing, Vulcaniz- 
also Monthly 


ing—also Business Course— 
Magazine, also3 Testing 
and Repair Outfits. No- 
where else I know of, 
can you get ALL this! 
Six Billion dollars spent 
each year to repair 18 
Million Autos, Trucks, 
Tractors — It’s the 
world’s biggest business. 
Amazing money oppor- 
tunities everywhere for 
trained men. My Em- 
ployment Service helps 
you to big jobs, and I 
help you to get into business 
for yourself, 
Get My Big Book 
Quick?! 
I will send it to you without 
one penny of cost. Read all 
acts, fir it the 
1 Auto Ex- 


todayl 
DIRECTING 
ENGINEER 


CHICAGO, ILL. 


business needs you! 


Clip this Conpon 
Now-for my Di£ 


Training! 


lectrical work 


AVIATION 
Training FREE 
of extra cost 


Coupon brings full 
details of complete 
Aviation Training, I 
am offering FREE of 
extra charge. Send 
it now. 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


Free Auto Book 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer, 
Chicago Motor Training Corp., 

1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept 1693 Chicago 
Send me FREE your Big Auto Book, “Auto Facts” and 
proof that you will train me in spare time at home. 
Also details of AVIATION Course Offer. Also reserve 
3 Testing and Repair Outfits without obligating me. 
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Look What These Cooke 
Trained Men Are Earning 


Makes $700 in 24 
! Days in Radio 


“Thanks to your interesting 
Course I made over $700 in 24 
days in Radio. Of course, this 
is a little above the average 
but I run from $10 to $40 clear 
profit every day, so you can 
see what your training has 
done for me.” 3 
00 Spring St., Atlanta, Georgia 


$70 to $80 a 
week for Jacquot 


“Now I am specializing in 
Auto Electricity and battery 
work and make from $70 to 
$80a week and am just getting 
started. I don't believe there 
is another school in the world 
like yours. Your lessons are 
a real joy to study.” 

CQUOT, National City, Calif. 


y $20 a Day for 
7. Schreck 


“Use my nameas a reference 
t- 
er. The biggest thing I ever 
did was answer your adver- 
tisement. I am averaging bet- 
ter than $500 a month from 
my own business now. I used 
to make $18.00 a week." 

A. SCHRECK, Phoenix, Arizona 


$3,500 A Year 
for Beckett 


"When I began with you 
I was just a common la- 


cNABB, 12 


ROBERT JA 


pego 


borer, going from one job 
to another, working for 
anything I could get, and 
that wasn't m Now 
my salary i ar 
and the Co fu 
me with an ybile,” 
C. O. BECKETT, 
108 Maple Heights, 
hd New Lexington, 


Outfits 


The Cooke Trained Man is t 


give 
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I Will Train You 
at Home to fill 
a Big- 


e, 


; Itsa shame for youtoearn $15 or $20 or $30 
a week, when in the same six days as an Elec- 
trical Expert you could make $60to$100—and 

ar do it easier—not work half so hard. Why then 

remain in the small-pay game, in a line of work that offers no chance, 
no big promotion, no big income? Fit yourself for a real job in the 
great electrical industry. I'll show you how. 


Be an Electrical Expert 
Learn to Earn $3,000 to $5,000 a Year 


Today even the ordinary Electrician—the “screw driver" kind—is making money— big 
money. But it's the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores of 
Electricity—the Electrical Expert—who is picked out to *boss" the ordinary Electricians 
—to boss the Big Jobs—the jobs that pay $3,000 to $5,000 a Year. Get inline for one 
of these “Big Jobs.” Start by enrolling now for my easily learned, quickly grasped, right- 
up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-Study Course in Practical Electricity. 


perience Get Started Now—Mail Coupon 
Age € m a i I wantto send epit L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer 


Electrical Boo 
You don’t have to be a College Man; you don't have pox cam L. L. Cooke School 
to bea High School Graduate. AsChiefEngineerof nothin apo; aes of Electricity 

theChicago Engineering Works,Iknowexactlythe you'll enjoy 
kind of training you need, and I will give youthat them. Make the Dept. 113 

training. M ourse in Electricity is simple, Chicago, Il. 
thorough and complete and offers every man, re- 


-o 
5 n n 


start today for a 
a bright future 
gardless of age, education, or previous experience, the inElectricity. 
chance to become, in a very short time, an “Electrical Ex- 
pert,” able to make from $60 to $100 a week. 


Send in 
Coupon— 
NOW. 
No Extra Charge for Electrical 
Working Outfit 
With me 70. dopractical work—athome. Youstart 
right in after your first few lessons to work at your 
profession in the regular way and make extra money in 
your spare time. For this you need tools, and I give them 
to you—6 big complete working outfits, with tools, measur- 
ing instruments, and a real electric motor—6 outtits in all. 


Your Satisfaction Guaranteed 


So sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so sure 

am I that after studying with me, you, too, can 

get into the “big money” class in electrical work, 

that I will agree in writing to return every single 

penny paid me in tuition, if when p have finished 

my Course, you are not satisfied it was 

the best investment you ever made. L. L. COOKE 

And back of me in my guarantee, stands Dept. 113 

a two million dollar institution. 7 & 2150 Lawrence Ave., 
COUPON ^ Chicago 
FOR MY Send me at once without obligation 


ir big illustrated book and com- 


plete details of your Home Study 
Course in Electricity, including your 
utfit and employment service offers. 
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Mechanics— Office Men, 
Beginners, Clerks! 


Men in all lines WANTED 
At Once, for Promotion in 


ELECTRICITY! 


Most of us think of Electricity as dealing entirely 
with the manufacture of machinery, the pro- 
duction and transmission of power, and work 
like that of the “Electrician”. 

Perhaps you do not realize that Electricity 
has become the biggest, and the fastest-growing 
industry on earth. That it isa HUNDRED giant 
industries, not one—employing MILLIONS of 
man and BILLIONS in capital. With positions 
for office men, salesmen, draftsmen, building- 
construction men, engineers and executives. And 
that it has a place for you—no matter what kind 
of work you are doing today, or prefer to do! 


ELECTRIFY 


Your Future! 
Earn $35 to $100 a Week! 


I am looking for ambitious young men who are 
dissatisfied both with their present pay and 
future prospects, I want to show them how 
easily they can get into Electricity—how they 
can increase their earning capacity and multiply 
their chances to get ahead many times—simply 
by switching over to similar work in Electricity, 

Perhaps you are doing routine office work to- 
day in a line where your progress is slow and 
limited. Then let me show you how you can get 
one of the many office positions in the Electrical 
line, And how, with your present business ex- 
perience, plus a knowledge of Electricity, you can 
earn a much bigger salary and advance rapidly 
to highly-paid executive positions, 

Or if you are a mechanic—wondering how 
you can avoid remaining a mechanic all your 
life—I'"l tell you how to become first, an 
Electrical mechanic, and then show you how 
you'll be in line for quick promotion to Expert, 
Engineer or Superintendent. 
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So when I say “ELECTRIFY your future" I mean here's the 
winning combination: Add a knowledge of Electricity to what you 
already have learned in factory or office or store. Then take that 
knowledge into ELECTRICITY — where you can sell it for the 
biggest salary and the brightest future. 


How Dare W e Guarantee 
You a Job and a Raise? 


Here is our agreement to take you as you are, supply you 
with the Electrical training you need, and then get you 
a fine Electrical position at a substantial increase in 
salary, or the entire service will not cost you a penny. 
You may wonder how this is possible. But the expla- 
nation is really simple: The Electrical industries are 
growing so rapidly that the supply of trained men 
cannot keep up with the Ment There are more 
£ood jobs open, always, than men capable of filling 
them. We are in close touch with many big em- 
ployers and they tell us they can place all the 
trained men we can supply. 


And because we know all this, and how amaz- 
ingly Electricity continues to grow into [new 
fields, and because we know the right kind of 
training equips a man to get and keep a good 
Electrical obe have dared to make this 
guarantee and to back it with our entire re- 
sources of over $2,000,000.00. Get in touch with 
me, and I'll show you that you can get an Elec- 
trical job and a raise—without risking a penny 
of your money. 


ELECTRICAL 
ENGINEERING 


(At Home in 2 Years) 


Prepared by DUNLAP and 29 
Noted Engineers 


With the cooperation of some of the biggest 
Electrical Corporations in America, we have 
developed a new method of home-training in 
Electricity—easier, simpler, faster and more 
practical. Here is specific preparation for highly- 
paid Electrical positions. Actual practice work 
with standard electrical tools and materials is 
just one feature. Built especially so men with 
ordinary schooling can understand it readily. Built by 
executives, engineers and educators from: 
General Electric Co. Westinghouse Electric Co. 
Mass. Inst. of Technology Underwriters’, Lab. 
Commonwealth Edison Co, Cutler-Hammer Mfg. Co. 
American Tel. & Tel. Co. Western Electric Co. 

(and others) 


The American School 


Dept. E-311, Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, Ill. 


If you wouldlike to know exactly how 
youcan getintothisgreatest and most 
interesting of all lines —if you would 
like facts and figures to prove that in 

Electricity, salaries are bigger and op- 

portunities greater—if you want to see 
just how you can fit in and where—mail 
the coupon below. And without cost or 
obligation I'll send you our 36-page book 
about Electricity — our famous plan and 
guarantee of an Electrical Job and Raise— 
and some of the first lessons and job-tickets, 
as a sort of “‘sample” of the new, easy, sim- 
_plified way you can learn Electricity—right 
in your home, in spare time. Do this now, 
while you think of it. i 


I am interested in Electrical position. Please send 
without cost or obligation: 
1—36-page Electrical Book. 2—Guarantee of Elec- 
trical Job and Raise. 3—Bunch of Lessons and Job- 
tickets to show me how easily I can prepare for 
Promotion in Electricity. 


Name 
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ISell Records a Queer Way 


So 


ON TRIAL, entirely at my risk. Choose any records you want. 


or four times as much. 


the records are better, clearer and richer in tone than any records you have ever before had, at any price. 


and making them the sole judge of whether or not 


the records will cost them even one cent. 


I've built these records to give you pleasure, en- 
joyment and some real honest good times for months 
and years to come. I’ve tried to study the wishes and 
tastes of the great music-loving public and I've col- 
lected in this list below, the very CREAM of my entire 


catalog. All the records are electrically recorded—and 


Special List of BEST Sellers 


My Angel 
Girl of My Dreams 
Ford Has Made A Lady Out of Lizzie 
Wreck of the Old 97 
Ramona 
Rovin’ Gambler 


My Blue Heaven 


nearly all of them have been done within the last few 
months, and are in the very latest and best style of the 
They are all in the standard ten-inch size 
with music on both sides and play on any phonograph, 
They include the most recent 
hits, as well as famous old favorites; and I'm willing to 


present day. 


just like 75-cent records. 


Hallelujah I'm A Bum 
Sonny Boy 


stake my last dollar that they are GOOD. 


Records 


ople tell me, because I will gladly send to any person who sends me his name and address, a selection of ten records absolutely 


Furthermore, I positively insist that you return the records to me at once, if they are in any way inferior to records that sell for three 
Don't be “sorry” for me, but shoot the records back, and let me stand the postage expense both ways, unless 


I have built a million-dollar business in records on just these “queer” methods, trusting absolutely in the honesty of my customers 


Any 10 $ 


122 


dA Send No 


Money 


10 Days' 
Approval 


Choose any ten records you want and simply write their catalog number on coupon below. Send no money. See terms on coupon 
and see how fully I protect you in every way. 


POPULAR AND STANDARD SONGS 


Sonny Boy 

Dancing Neath Dixie 
Moon 

Hallelujah I'm A Bum 


The Dying Hobo 


Ramona 
Valley of Memory 


Girl of My Dreams 
Dear Old Pal 


There's A Rainbow 
Round My _ Shoulder 

When Y ou're Not Here 

Blue Ridge Mountain 
Home 

Lane of Dreams 

Casey Jones 

Waltz Me Around Again 
Willie 

The Preacher 
Bear 

The Sting of the Bumble 
Bce 

Break the 
Mother 

Bird In A Gilded Cage 

Picture That's Turned 
To Wall 

White Wings 

Oh Dem Golden Slippers 

Kingdom Coming 

Wreck of the Old 97 

Wreck of the Titanic 

Gypsy's Warning 

Don't You Remember 

Climbing Up Golden 
Stairs 

Lindy Lou 

Jeannine I 
Lilac Time 

Come Back to Romany 

Rovin' Gambler 

Little Log Cabin in Lane 

Jesse James 

Butcher Boy 

My Ohio Home 

Alice of the Pines 


Ford Has Made a Lady 
Out of Lizzie 

Clancy's Wooden Wed- 
ding 

My Blue Heaven 

Back of Every Cloud 


and the 


News to 


Dream of 


4141 Wish I Was Single Again 
If You Want to Find 
Love 
4160 Sweet Hawaiian Kisses 
Blue Hawaiian Moon 
May I Sleep In Your 
Barn Tonight? 
When I Saw Sweet Nellie 
Home 
Where River Shannon 
Flows 
Rose from Ireland 
Red Wing 
Waters of Minnetonka 
Hand Me Down My 
Walking Cane 
Captain Jinks 
Terrible Mississippi 
Flood 
End of Shenandoah 
Sleep Baby Sleep (Yodel) 
Roll On Silvery Moon 
(Yodel) 
In Baggage Coach Ahead 
Under Some Old Apple 
Tree 
Floyd Collin's Fate 
Pickwick Club Tragedy 
Ain't She Sweet 
Bootlegger's Daughter 
Rudolph Valentino 
Little Rosewood Casket 
New River Train 
Show Me My Mammy 
Wreck of Number Nine 
Freight Wreckat Altoona 
Boston Burglar 
Cowboy's Lament 
My Old New Hampshire 
Home 
Ida Sweet As Apple Cider 


SACRED SONGS 
4075 Church In Wildwood 
Voice of Chimes 
4046 Nearer My God To Thee 
Lord Is My Shepherd 


4069 When Roll Is Called Up 
Yonder 
Throw Out The Life Line 


4118 


4193 
4189 
4162 
4138 
4068 
4136 


4061 


4091 Old Rugged Cross 


Beyond the Clouds 


4057 Jesus Lover of My Soul 


Safe in Arms of Jesus 


INSTRUMENTAL 
Whistler and His Dog 
Powder Puff 


Drowsy Waters 
Herd Girl's Dream 


Blue Danube Waltz 
Skaters' Waltz 


Over the Waves 


Arkansas Traveler 
Turkey In The Straw 


Humoresque 
Spring Song 


Song Bird (Both 
Whistling) 


7 Irish Washerwoman 
Mrs. McLeod's Reel 


Merry Widow Waltz 
Lullaby From Ermine 


RACE RECORDS 


7021 I Need A Good Man Bad 
Can't Be Worried Long 


7033 Hit Mein the Nose Blues 
Home 


It's All Coming 
To You 


BLUES 


7023 John Henry Blues 


St. Louis Blues 


7025 Yellow Dog Blues 


Hard Time Blues 


7026 Deep River Blues 


Loveless Love Blues 


POPULAR DANCES 
All with Vocal Chorus 


1541 My Angel (Angela Mia), 


Waltz 
Coming Thru the Rye 


By Watersof Minnetonka 


Listen To Mocking Bird 


Irish Jigs and Reels, No. 1 
Irish Jigs and Reels, No. 2 


1540 


1559 


1510 


1521 


1502 


1488 


1463 


1497 


Old Man Sunshine 
Sidewalks of New York 


I Loved You Then As I 
Love You Now 

Gee But I'm Blue Over 
You 

Ramona 

If I Didn't Love You 


Rag Doll 
Draggin' the Dragon 
Blues 


Mary Ann 
Blue Hawaiian Moon 


Among My Souvenirs 
Some Day You'll Re- 
member 


My Blue Heaven 
Found Best Girl Of All 


After My Laughter 
Came Tears 

Carry Me Back to Con- 
nemara 


4002 


4004 
4230 


4168 
4211 


4156 
4023 
4084 
4009 


COMEDY 


cy Reds Second Hand 


ar 

Hy and Si and the Line 
Fence 

Flanagan In Restaurant 

Flanagan's Married Life 

Uncle Si at Village Barber 

Uncle Si and Hiram 
Swapping Horses 

Jail Birds 

Wedding Bells 

Andy Goes A Hunting 

Andy Gets Learnin’ 


HAWAIIAN 


La Golondrina 

Dreamy Moon 

My Old Kentucky Home 
O Sole Mio 

Alola Land 

Honolulu Bay 

Palakiho Blues 

One, Two, Three, Four 
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I will t 
home, and if 1 am disappointed in them 
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cluding my postage expense for returning the records. 
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“I Escaped from the Living Hell of Devil's Island!" 


Thus I might be transferred, eventually, to 
St. Laurent. There, of all places, lay the best 
opportunity for escape, as it lies on the main 
land, with the jungle in the background. 

For three months, on Royale, I labored 
quietly at my trade. Then I became seri- 
ously ill, An operation was necessary and, 
when I recovered, my left arm was badly 
affected. In view of this, I was assigned to 
haul water to various parts of the Island, 
and each afternoon I became the official 
undertaker of Royale Island. 

The mortality rate on Royale was entirely 
too high to permit the allotment of space 
for a cemetery. Accordingly, it was my 
duty to carry bodies from the morgue to 
the water-front. There I would tie a stone 
to the corpse, and it would be let down into 
the water where, at last, the convicts found 
their freedom. 

For three months I carried on in this 
fashion, and then learned to my joy, from a 
bookkeeper convict, that I was listed, with 
nineteen others, to be sent to St. Laurent, 
for good behavior. The order came on the 
following day, and it was the first time that 
I ever heard men sing on the Islands of 
French Guiana. We were loaded aboard a 
tug and set out in a rough sea, which washed 
up over the bow and drenched us. 

St. Laurent is surrounded by high walls, 
and it houses two classes of convicts, one 
more privileged than the other. We slept 
in barracks, each man being assigned to a 
plank and a blanket. I was detailed im- 
mediately to the brick kilns, and in a little 
time had struck up friendships with some of 
the more experienced prisoners. 

“To escape," said a friend, “you must 
have money. In the swamps there are 
people who will help you, but only for a 
price." 

Because I was working on the edge of the 
swamps, digging clay for the bricks, I was 
allowed the ration of one drink of rum a day. 
Instead of drinking it, however, I sold my 
ration to other convicts and, penny by 
penny, began to accumulate a tiny hoard. 
On occasion, I would gamble and, when 
luck was with me, would add a few meager 
pennies to my stock. 


AT length my opportunity presented itself. 
A friend signaled to me, as we labored 
near the jungle. 

“I think," he said in an undertone, “we 
can make good our escape!" 

We bent to our work beneath the eye of a 
prowling Arab guard. 

"You have a few francs?" my friend 
questioned me. "'Good," he went on, in 
answer to my nod. ‘Here, then is my plan. 
I, too, havea little money. From ten of our 
fellows we shall buy ten khaki blouses. I 
have some canvas hidden. We shall make 
a canoe and cross the Maroni River. 
We shall land on the shore of Dutch Guiana. 
What do you say, friend?” 

` There was no hesitation in my heart. For 
a month we prepared, hiding articles we 
might need in the jungle not far from the 
brick kiln. 

Then, on a morning after roll-call, making 
sure we were unobserved, we moved into 
the underbrush and started our dash for 
freedom. 

All day we followed the river and, in the 
cool of the-evening, we decided to build our 


(Continued from page 58) 


canoe; or rather, to start it that evening. 

We had not been followed, but, of course, 
when the night roll-call was sounded, our 
absence would be immediately known. 
Guards everywhere would be on the look- 
out for us, but it was doubtful if they would 
follow, for the reason that so few escaped 
the clutches of the jungle or the turbulent 
waters if they ventured out. 

In two days, we completed our canoe. 
The frame was built of bamboo, laced 
properly with the tough fiber of jungle root. 
We pushed off at night with the tide and 
headed for the shore of Dutch Guiana. 
Half a mile from the bank we almost col- 
lided with a Dutch fisherman. He saw us 
at about the same moment and commanded 
us to halt. We laughed—and paddled on. 


HE man vanished into the wheel-house, 

emerged with a double-barreled shotgun, 
and fired pointblank! One slug still lies 
buried in my lip, and another remains in the 
head of my convict friend. As the bullets 
sprayed about us, we sprang overboard. 
Fortunately, we were both powerful swim- 
mers, and now we were driven to a despera- 
tion that added to our strength. Side by 
side, we swam together and, in two hours, 
drew up on the Dutch shore exhausted. 
Yet, in the indigo gloom of that tropic night, 
we were able, my friend and I, to stare at 
each other—and smile! 

When we had rested sufficiently, we 
started again along the river, hoping that 
we would reach an Indian camp in the direc- 
tion of Paramaribo. At dawn we slunk 
into the jungle and rested. Day travel, we 
decided, would be too dangerous. We ate 
berries and soft roots, and at the end of 
three nights came out into a clearing where 
was an Indian camp. They greeted us in 
friendly fashion, and gave us cassava bread 
and smoked fish. For a week we remained 
with them, helping in their plantation work. 
We had hoped to obtain clothing from the 
Indians, but this was the one thing which 
none of them possessed. 

These Caribbean Indians gave us a lesson 
in true hospitality that we will never forget. 
After they had directed us, with that un- 
erring sense of direction which is peculiarly 
their own, we set off through the jungle and, 
two days later, came upon a tribe of Doheka 
Indians. They, too, were warm in their 
welcome and kind in their treatment, and 
we remained with them for a week. 

Leaving them then, we walked out of 
their friendly camp directly into the hands of 
the Paramaribo police! One glance at us 
was sufficient. We were white men, and 
French. We were ragged, torn by the 
jungle, and the fever of hope, as well as of 
the Tropics, burned brightly in our eyes. 

“Escapes, eh?” a sergeant said, leering at 
us. “You got farther than most of them. 
It will not be so far on the backward 
journey!” 

At the end of four days, which we spent 
in jail, the boat from St. Laurent called for 
us, and we went aboard in irons. Immedi- 
ately on our arrival the court-martial con- 
vened. There were three French officers, 
hardened by long service in this far country, 
steeled by the things they had seen. They 
reviewed my plea for exactly sixty seconds. 

“Two years more on your sentence," the~ 


senior officer barked, ‘‘with hard labor on 


the road thrown in!" Well, that was that, 

What could a man do, but stand up be- 
fore them—and smile? 

They say, in French Guiana, that each 
foot of the road from St. Laurent to Cayenne 
represents the life of a man. On a six-mile 
stretch I began to pay the price of my few 
days’ freedom. They assigned me to 
clearing out underbrush, filling in the 
treacherous holes of the swamp. Malaria, 
jungle fever, snakes and poisonous insects 
were a constant menace. Fortunately, a 
strong constitution saved me from disease. 

But, in spite of watchful guards, men 
soon establish secret signals. There were 
a thousand means by which we could make 
our thoughts known to one another, yet 
speak not so much as a word. Accordingly, 
it was not long until three of us arranged to 
try once more. This time we determined 
to head for Manu, a village about forty 
miles from St. Laurent, inhabited by Creole 
fishermen and lumbermen. 

For a week we saved part of our rations 
and put aside two blouses each, again with 
the idea of making a sail for some sort of 
canoe. On the day we set out, unobserved, 
we progressed until the sudden tropical 
sunset. Not until then did we learn that 
we had been pushing on in the wrong direc- 
tion, and were now nearer to St. Laurent 
than before! Turning back in the night, we 
aimed toward Manu and traveled thus 
through four nights. 


UNGLE  mosquitoes alighted upon us 

in clouds. Stinging insects ate our 
flesh and injected their poison into our 
veins. Yet we plunged grimly onward, and 
were rewarded at length by the sound of 
baying dogs. Manu lay just ahead. Wait- 
ing until the blackness of midnight had 
descended upon the jungle, we came to a 
clearing, and there found five canoes. Seiz- 
ing the largest of these, we pushed out into 
the current. 

Without warning, as our heavily laden 
canoe swung into the current, we crashed 
into a half-sunken log, and the frail craft 
upended like a shell. We made shore, wet 
and half mad with the torture of the insects, 
and climbed into trees to await daylight. 
It came eventually—and with it a group of 
officers from Manu, armed and more than 
our match. 

We had failed a second time. 

No records can convey the sense of deep 
futility that came to us then. During the 
four days that we spent in the Manu jail, 
we scarcely spoke. Then, back at St. 
Laurent, we again faced the trial officers. 

“Second offense," said the young subal- 
tern who was prosecuting. 

“Add three years to the sentence!" com- 
manded the senior officer grimly. “And 
send this  one’’—nodding at me—'"'to 
Charvin." 

Charvin is a disciplinary camp 45 miles 
back in the jungle from St. Laurent, At 
night, there, the prisoners listen to the 
hoarse coughing of the big cats in the 
morass. The guards are instructed to 
shoot at the first sign of a false move. 
Bread and soup constitute the sole rations, 
and at night we were put in irons. 

I stood one hot afternoon, leaning on my 
ax, calmly watching my working mate as 
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he prepared to relieve himself of the awful 
torture of our labor. Kneeling, he placed 
one hand on a block, then drove the blade of 
his ax through the flesh and bone! 

"Now," he shouted, springing to his feet 
and waving the bleeding stump, “I shall be 
sent to tbe hospital!" 

Men died by their own hands, or in mad 
attempts to escape. Mercy was neither 
expected nor granted. We were treated 
like animals, and such we became. Four 
months of this left me a little more haggard, 
nor was I quite so strong. Yet always, as 
in the meanest of us, there lived in my heart 
the hope of freedom. Then came the note 
from my friend of the first attempt. 

With two other convicts he was at the 
mouth of the Maroni River. Could I get 
away to join him? 

To attempt a lone escape was out of the 
question. A guard would most certainly 
shoot a single prisoner. But with three of 
us running in as many directions, there was 
a chance for one or two of us, possibly for 
all three, to escape. And so, I made my 
proposal to two others of my detail. 

“There are three roads," said the first 
one, adding his philosophy. “We may 
stay here, or we may die attempting to get 
away. Then, there is the bare chance that 
we might escape. I choose anything rather 
than staying here. Lead on, comrade! I 
am ready!" 

The second was of the same mind. Our 
decision was made immediately. 


N the next afternoon, then, as we were 

returning to camp, we broke and ran in 
three directions. The guard fired four 
times and missed all of us. In the jungle, 
after some hours of searching, we three 
came together among the mangrove trees. 
With daylight, we hid ourselves and waited 
for night. 

Through four more nights we pursued 
the course of the winding creek, living again 
on roots and berries. Once more we were 
helpless before the onslaught of the insects. 
By day, the trees overhead were alive with 
angry monkeys and screaming birds of gay 
color. When we finally reached the mouth 
of the creek, one of my two companions 
volunteered to find Camp Hatte, where my 
comrade was supposed to be. 

"It is a place for convalescents and 
cripples,” he told me. ‘There is not so great 
a discipline there. I can find your friend.” 

True to his word, my convict comrade 
returned laden with food sent by my friend. 
His instructions were to lead us to Manu, 
where we had gone on the occasion of our 
first attempt at escape. There we would 
find a canoe. It happened as my fellow 
convict at Manu had foretold, and after 
two more nights of suffering in the wilder- 
ness, we were on the tide—four of us now, 
instead of three. 

“If we can ride the sea to Dutch Guiana, 
we are safe,” promised my friend of the 
first escape. 

But it seemed doubtful, that night,,that 
we would ever again see land. The sea 
tossed us about like a palm leaf on shoal 
water. As we rode out from the mouth of 
the river, a fusillade of shots bit into the 
darkness, but we held the sail in the wind 
and went on. 

It may have been a patrol from St. 
Laurent, or perhaps only a crew of Dutch 
fishermen, who fired upon us. We were 


| fair game and could not fire back, even had 


we desired. It was not the lives of any 
others we were seeking that night, but only 
to save our own. And I shall always re- 
member how we laughed above the wash 
of the water on the sides of our canoe, even 
as the bullets shrieked about our heads. 
We were nearer to freedom than we had 
ever been since we landed at St. Laurent! 

We headed for the island of Grand Bank, 
a possession of Dutch Guiana, hoping there 
to improve our canoe, gather some supplies 
and sail on to the Venezuela coast. At dawn, 
or shortly after, we sighted the island, and 
presently the keel of our craft scraped on 
the shallow bottom as waves rolled high 
over us. A group of fishermen appeared 
quickly and were none too friendly. 

“You can stay one day,” their leader told 
us, leaning on his rifle. “We want no 
trouble with your French authorities, and 
we'll have none with you!” 

And so, after buying supplies and taking 
on fresh water, we pointed out once more 
toward the dark Caribbean. As the second 
dawn turned the eastern horizon gray, we 
looked in our wake to see the sharp fins of 
man-eating sharks trailing our canoe with 
ferocious determination. In the jungle we 
had stared up through the trees to watch 
buzzards always waiting. Now it was the 
sharks. Back at .St. Laurent were the 
guards—and ahead lay the grim expanse of 
the Caribbean. 


T Grand Bank we had been fortunate 

enough to take on a Chinese pilot. He 
made his course by the stars, and for three 
days and three nights we saw only water, 
sky and our own little craft, with the gray 
fins cutting just imour wake. 

Once, as we sighted land, we saw also 
that men were signaling us to make a 
landing. 

It was a dangerous thing to attempt, and 
proved disastrous for us. As we rode the 
surf, the canoe crashed into a submerged 
stump. We were hurled into the water, 
along with our tools and supplies, and only 
narrowly did we escape death. Ashore, we 
came upon three other convicts who like- 
wise had escaped. Fortunately, they had a 
large canoe. 

The craft was twenty feet long, and sea- 
worthy. After our experience in the water, 
however, we realized that it would be wise 
to rest, and for two days we remained 
ashore. Then, riding out on the tide, we 
raised the improvised sail, and for two more 
days and nights were at the mercy of the sea. 

On the morning of the third day, the 
convict in the bow shouted, “Land on the 
starboard quarter!" 

Sure enough, there was the low, rocky 
outline a few miles ahead. We believed it 
to be Venezuela. A number of men awaited 
us on shore and, as our canoe ground on the 
sand, I recognized, to my despair, British 
uniforms among them. We were in British 
Guiana! 

Their greetings, however, relieved my 
worst fears. 

"So you made it!" exclaimed a tropic- 
bitten captain of Eritish infantry. ‘Well, 
it's too damned expensive to ship you from 
British Guiana back to St. Laurent. You 
may stay here five days—then, pack out 
of here!” 

This was kindness more than we expected. 
We were barefooted, clad only in dungarees, 
our bodies were torn by jungle thorns and 

(Continued on page 12) 
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Give Me 5 Days and [il Give You 
a Magnetic Personality 


Let Me Prove It — FREE / 


CAN so magnetize your per- 
sonality that people will be 


drawn to you at once, irresistibly. 

I can make you a magnet of 
human attraction so that you are 
popular everywhere, in any so- 
ciety. 

I can show you how to use the 
amazing principle of instantane- 
ous magnetic control to win quick 
and conspicuous success in your 
business or profession. 

I can place in your hands the 
key to supreme power and happi- 
ness—give you a great new con- 
fidence in yourself—overcome al- 
most at once any timidity or self- 
consciousness you may have. 

I can give you a glorious new 
magnetic personality so that you 
can influence the minds of others, 
attract people to you instantly, be 
popular and well-liked wherever you 
go! 

Let me prove it. Give me 5 days, 
and if in that time you do not experi- 
ence a new surge of personal power, 
if you do not find yourself making friends 
wherever you may be, if you do not dis- 
cover yourself on the road to happiness, 
wealth, success—guided by my principles 
of personal magnetism—the test will 


cost you nothing whatever. You are the 
judge. 


What is Personal Magnetism? 


You have it—everyone has it—but 
only the exceptional man or woman knows 
how to use it, 

Personal magnetism is not a fad or 
fancy, not some sudden discovery or 
some new psychological theory. It is 
you, your manner, yourself—made mag- 
netic. It is a force as irresistible as the 
actual magnet, drawing a bit of steel to 
itself. No leader of men has long sur- 
vived without it. No great orator or 
musician or actor can hold audiences 
No salesman, no 
an outstanding 


pt 


spell-bound without it. 
man, 


business can win 


You will be astounded to see how popular you quickly 
become—how people are drawn to you, Never again 
will E P es lonesome at a cL ae in a 
, , 
f ? 


crow ‘ou will be—MAGNETI 


success without it. Personal 
magnetism! It is your great- 
est capital—greater by far 
than wealth, than good looks. 
It is you, made magnetic! It 
is you, with a personality so 
fascinating and irresistible that 
people are drawn to you 
as steel is drawn to a mag- 
net! 


My Method Releases 
Your Personal 
Magnetism 


No long course of study. 
No tedious mental exercises. 
Not the slightest inconven- 
ience or self-denial. Just a 


Think 


1 what personal magnetism will mean to you 
in business, in your contact with men and women. 


You will win! You will get what you want! 


simple, clear, age-old principle that taps 
the vast thought and power resources 
within you, releases at once the full sweep 
of your magnetic potentialities—and makes 
you almost a new person from what you 
were before. A principle that never fails to 
work, because it conspires with Nature 
to make you the dynamic, forceful, fascinat- 
ing person you were intended to be. 


Not Hypnotism—But 
Magnetism! 


Please do not mistake my method for 


hypnotism. Its laws and its results are 
exactly opposite. Hypnotism deadens— 
magnetism imparts a joyous exhilara- 


tion to body and mind. Hypnotism para- 
lyzes the will—magnetism animates, in- 
spires, sharpens and strengthens the mental 
faculties. 


The fundamental principles of Per- 
sonal Magnetism have been put into a 
beautiful extra large size volume under 
the title of ‘Instantaneous Personal Mag- 
netism." This book gives you the key to 
a magnetic personality in only five days— 
orit costs nothing. That is my free proof 
offer to you. 

The study and scope of Personal Mag- 
netism is as broad as life itself. “Fires 
of Magnetism,” "Sex Influences," “The 
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Magnetic Voice,” “Physical Mag- 
netism," “The Magnetic Eye,” 
"Oriental Secrets," “Rapid Magnetic 
Advancement," “The Magnetic Mind," 
and “Magnetic Healing" are only a few of 
the subjects covered in this amazing book, 


Remember My 5-day Free Proof 
Offer! Send Off the Coupon , 
TODAY 


You must see this book for yourself—examine 
it—let it influence indelibly your own personality. 
Merely mail coupon below and this remarkable 
volume with cover in handsome dark burgundy 
cloth, gold embossed, will be sent you by return mail 
for 5 days' free examination. If you aren't stirred 
and inspired in the S-day free period, return it and 
pay us nothing. Otherwise keep it as your own 
and remit only $3 in full payment. You are the 
solejudge. You do not pay unless you are delighted, 
You simply can't delay! Clip and mail this coupon 
NOW. Ralston University Press, Dept. 77-F, 
Meriden, Conn. E 
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RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS, 


Dept. 77-F, Meriden, Conn. 

All right—I'll be the judge. You may send me the 
volume “Instantaneous Personal Magnetism" for S 
days’ FREE EXAMINATION in my home, With- 
in the 5 days I will either remit the special low price 
of only $3, in full payment, or return it without cost 
or obligation. 


l City... or eo ree ee e neue Ee 
Special cash price $2.00 if payment accompanies 


Í 

[ 
| | 
| Í 
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. This saves heavy bookkeeping and clerical 
| expense, Money refunded if dissatisfied and book 
is returned within five days. 
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À NEW SKIN 


INSTEAD OF AN UGLY FACE 


ger / 


O MORE need any person, young or old, 

suffer humiliation nor take a ''back seat” 
in society, business or love affairs. Because now 
you can learn free how to banish skin blemishes 
and have a new skin—a clear, youth-like, 
smooth, firm skin of flawless texture—and a 
prize winning complexion. No medicine to take, 
no creams, clays, massage nor salves to use. 
You do it the new, scientific way, yourself, at 
home and soon surprise your neighbors and 
friends with your new skin, on any part of face, 
neck, arms, hands or body you wish. This new 
free book entitled "Beautiful New Skin in 3 
Days," tells you how to make the amazing 
change, easily, harmlessly, economically. Send 
name and address only—no money! This re- 
markable, finely illustrated and instructive 
book is FREE to readers of this magazine. 
Write letter or post card for yours, now, to 
Marvo Beauty Laboratories, Dept. 332-L, No. 
1700 Broadway, New York City. 


Agents*:0aWeek 


and New Ford Car 
Sell line Insured Hosiery for men, 
women, children. All styles and colors. 
Guaranteed to wear 6 months or new hose 
free. Finest line silks. All at lowest prices. 


M Eri Sk hose for 
DM 


sd 
Self- 

EW 42:55, IRON 
New Invention now makes iron- 
ing easy in every home. Ends hot 
stove drudgery. Cutsironing time 
in half. Saves steps. Costs one 
cent for 3 hours use. No attach- 


sold ime. ar 

Meter. Pennsylvania, made $164 in one week. You can do as 
wel 

capital 


lect. Commissions paid same da: take orders. Send for 
exclusive territory and FREE O "IT OFFER. Write today. 
THE AKRON LAMP CO., 863 Iron St., AKRON, OHIO 


Here's an opportune 
ity for everyone to 
develop big muscles 
and obtain great 


PE strength by using this 
DET heavy tensioned PRO- 
GRESSIVE EXERCISER 
adjustable from 20 to 200 ibe. 
resistance. Complete instructions 
come with each exerciser. 
. Get rid of those aches and pains, indiges- 
tion, constipation, headaches, ete., and build 
vp your body and look like a real He man! 


SEND NO MONEY ! 


Bimply pay the postman 
on delivery, $3 


PROGRESSIV 
EXERCISE co 
. 803, 
£, Duane 
Street and Broadway 
New York City 
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bitten by insects, our eyes were bright with 
fever and our throats parched for lack of 
fresh water. 

We scattered in various directions in 
search of any kind of work that might be 
available. My comrade of the first escape 
joined me and, in two days we were fortu- 
nate enough to become gardeners for an 
English surgeon. To him I told our story. 
The doctor went to the Headquarters of 
Police and was able to obtain a permit 
allowing us to remain ten days longer. He 
also gave us clothing and shoes, and advised 
us that our best chance now lay in a voyage 
to Nickerie, a possession of Dutch Guiana 
where rubber plantations thrive. 

At Nickerie, two days later, we signed a 
contract with a rubber company to work 
in the plantations for the next four years. 
They gave us $20.00 apiece and an outfit. 
We were to be sent inland with a group of 
rubber workers, mostly Negroes from the 
English and Dutch colonies, and they told 
us that the canoe trip would take two weeks. 

This, after our experience in the jungle, 
was indeed luxury. Our canoes were well 
supplied and, as we paddled back into the 
rubber country, we hunted wild turkeys, 
deer, rabbits and monkeys. Presently, we 
came into the thunder of King William's 
Falls, a cataract 150 feet high. Here, of 
course, we had to portage overland, which 
required four days. Five miles in the 
jungle, with its familiar chattering of 
monkeys and raucous cawing of birds with 
brilliant plumage, we built our camp. 


E were happy, after a fashion, for at 

least we were free. The business of 
extracting rubber from the trees, then dry- 
ing it and folding the sheets into compact 
bundles, is strenuous for a man unaccus- 
tomed to hard labor in the tropic heat; but 
for us, who had fought the jungle and the 
mango forests, it was easy. When we had 
gathered a cargo, we commenced the slow 
trip back. We could travel only on the 
current, and carefully, for our canoes were 
loaded to the gunwales. 

Three years of this life followed. Our 
work was satisfactory, for at the end of this 
time the superintendent of our company 
proposed, to my comrade and myself, that 
we go to the larger plantations at Para- 
maribo. We agreed, readily enough, and 
there signed a contract for two more years. 

But the jungle had taken its toll and, at 
the end of the first year, I was stricken with 
malaria. For 35 days I lay in the hospital 
scarcely able to move. When I left, my 
strength was gone, and I was no longer fit 
to combat life in the dank wilderness. 

A German missionary in Paramaribo, by 
the name of Kersten, saved souls on Sunday 
and stomachs on week-days by the very 
excellent quality of his baked goods. To 
hint, then, I applied for work, and he readily 
agreed. Little by little my health im- 
proved, and when I had been in Paramaribo 


two years, I had managed to save $500.00 
in American value. 

I had enough of the jungle. So, too, did 
my comrade. Together we went to the 
Superintendent of Police, Mr. Moore, asking 
him for permission to take passage on the 
next boat for Georgetown, British Guiana. 

He let us go and, in Georgetown, we 
reported, recklessly, to the French consul. 

“I can't give you a passport out of here,” 
he told us, “because you have nothing to 
prove your identity. My advice is that you 
travel, first-class, to Trinidad. I doubt if 
you'll be bothered.” 

And so to Trinidad, we sailed like gentle- 
men, wearing clean clothes, sleeping in clean 
beds, eating good food. We were burned 
dark as the Arabs of St. Laurent, and long 
years in the jungle had clipped our speech 
so that we spoke little. We offered to our 
fellow passengers a constant enigma. 

We remained in Trinidad three days, and 
then took passage for Jamaica. Until a 
man has felt strange eyes boring into his back 
or heard the inquisitive whine of a bullet 
intended for his heart, he probably does not 
appreciate the thing called freedom. On the 
deck of the ship, my friend and I would look 
at one another without speaking—yet each 
could hear, in the heart: of the other, the 
song of gladness. Already, we walked like 
men, not always in step at the precise pace 
of the convict or the soldier; our shoulders 
were thrown back and the fear, like the 
fever, was dying from our eyes. 

Landing in Jamaica, we went boldly to 
the Customs House, declared ourselves, and 
from there went.to the Brooklyn Hotel, 
where we contifiued our new existence as 
free men of France. After a week in 
Jamaica, we went on to Cuba, paying 
$22.00 each for our passage aboard a two- 
masted schooner. At Santiago de Cuba, 
having tasted the charm of a civilized life 
for a time, we again donned dungarees and 
worked as longshoremen to recoup our 
dwindling funds. Three months of this, 
and we were ready to be on our way. 


Y train, then, we went across to Havana. 
Out in the harbor lay the gleaming, 
white yacht of an American millionaire, 
and, not far off, the gray, bulldog hulk of a 
battle cruiser from the States. My com- 
rade turned to me, and in his eyes there was 
a twinkle of humor as he said: 

“The Land of the Free, my friend! We 
have seen so much of the other thing, per- 
haps we had better go there!” 

I nodded. “We have gone together to a 
great many places," I said. “Mon Dieu, 
wherever there is freedom, let us go!” 

Accordingly, on May 2nd, 1917, ten 
years from the date of my conviction in 
France, I walked down the gang-plank in 
New York and into the Land of Freedom. 

Here my diary ends, and life resumes after 
aninterlude. I have, at last, my freedom— 
but at what price! 


Plagiarism 


Stories have been submitted to Macfadden Publications which are copies of stories that have 


appeared in other magazines. 


Anyone submitting a plagiarized story through the mail and receiving and accepting remuneration 
therefor, is guilty of a Federal offense in using the mails to defraud. 


The publishers of True Derective Mysteries are anxious—as are all reputable publishers 
—to stamp out this form of theft and piracy and are advising all magazines from which such stories 
have been copied of such plagiarism, and are offering to cooperate with the publishers thereof to 
punish the guilty persons. 

Notice is hereby given to all who have submitted stories thet the same must be ORIGINAL 
and TRUE. 
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Triumph Over Wretched 
| Old Age? 


Noted Doctors and 

Sanitariums En- 

dorse This Type of 

Treatment for Men 
Past 40 


When Doebility--- 
Breakdown--- an d 
Lack of Vigor, 
etc., Are Due to 


Do You 
Prostate 


men past 40 the prostate gland 
is often the one great factor con- 
trolling health. Some men are 70 
years of age and still full of vim and 
vigor. They radiate energy. To 
other men past 40 or 50, old age is 
a constant series of nagging tor- 
ments—little pains, constant aches, 
weakness, loss of vigor, frequent 
nightly risings, broken sleep. 

Do you realize that these are often 
signs of prostate gland failure? Do 
you realize how much depends on 
keeping this vital gland active 
through the years that follow 40? 
These distressing symptoms, as well 
as much so-called bladder trouble, 
are not likely to improve as the 
months go by. Every experience 
indicates the tendency to grow worse. 
In a few years they may mean almost 
constant misery. Ultimately the 
only recourse may be the gravest 
kind of gland surgery. 


New Drugless Gland Stimulation 


Now an American scientist has 
perfected a new drugless Therapy 
which goes directly to the area of 
the prostate gland—relieves con- 
gestion—increases circulation, tones, 
stimulates. Tremendous advantages 
over ordinary massage with all its 


Prostate 


Decline 


What 
Physicians Say of This 
Amazing New Hygiene 


A former New York physician says: “‘Your prostate 
treatment is a hundred years ahead of medicine, a 
thousand years ahead of the surgeon's knife.” 

A seen edt West Virginia physician writes: “I 
have used this method in several cases of prostitis and 
prostatitis with the most pronounced im 

In fact I have never in forty years 


ovement. 
experience 
used any M so grateful to a condition such as we 
have in the above class of cases. 

Dr. August Miller of New Jersey writes: “Where 
there is mental and physical exhaustion Thermalaid, 
together with an adjustment, has been a 100% to the 
patient. These cases are extremely hard to handle. 
i now find a speedy and sure method and am glad to 


pass the information." 
Nationally famous sanitarium writes: 


"In our 
twenty years of treating 'hopeless' cases, we have 
found nothing that more directly stimulates or more 
prompti and effectively brings the power of nature 
to the ald of a disordered prostate gland than the 
Electro Thermal Appliance. We not only employ 
the device in the sanitariums but also recommend 
it for home use whenever prostate disorder is indi- 


cated.” 
The Lindlahr Sanitarium, Chicago, Ill. 


additional benefits. Here is the type 
of mechanical stimulation employed 
by most doctors, now perfected to a 
new level of efficiency. It is a treat- 
ment which any man can use pri- 
vately in his own home—entirely 
drugless, painless, and as harmless 
as washing your face. 


Swift Permanent Results 


Over 50,000 men have already 
used this new treatment with most 
remarkable results reported in many 
cases. Soamazingly effective that it 
is offered under an agreement that 


Rising--Foot 


Suffer These Distressing Symptomis-—-After 40? 
Trouble-- Weakness--- Night 


Pains 


unless you feel ten years younger 
in six days the treatment costs 
nothing. Noticeable relief often 
comes almost overnight. 


Scientists Book FREE 


This new Therapy is described in 
an outspoken book, “Why Many 
Men Are Old at 40." Send for this 
free book and learn these amazing 
new facts about old age. They are 
facts which mark a new era in the 
treatment of prostate trouble, and 
they may be of priceless value to 
you. There is no cost—no obliga- 
tion. Simply fill out and mail the 
blank below. 


W. J. KIRK, President 
4715 Morris Ave. Steubenville, Ohio 
If you live West of the Rockies, address 
The Electro Thermal Co., 303 Van Nuys 
Building, Dept. 47-R, Los Angeles, Calif. 


In Canada, address The Electro Thermal 
Co., Desk 47- R, 44 Yonge St., Toronto, Can. 


W. J. KIRK, President si 
| 4719 Morris "Avez Steubenville, Ohio | 
| Please mail at once, a FRFE copy of the | 
booklet “Why Many Men Are Old at 40," 

and all details about the new treatmdnt. I 
| and am not obligated in any way. 
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Most Amazing 
INVENTION 


FREE MACHINE 
FOR AGENTS 


:90 


WEEKLY IN 
SPARE TIME! 


Men, here is a wonder—the most sen- 
sational invention of the age! If you're 


looking for a rapid fire seller—an item that nets you 


out of 10 
men on demonstration—1've got it in Ve-Po-Ad, the 
amazing new vest pocket adding machine} 


Sells for $2.95—Y ou Make $1.65 


This most remarkable invention does all the work of 
| machine, yet fits the vest pocket and sells 


100% profit—an item that sells itself to 7 


a $300 addi 
for only $2. 
ness men, 
over 100% 


up to a billion, Shows total visible at all times. 
fectly accurate, lightning fast. Never makes a mistake 
or gets out of order, Over 100,000 in daily usel 


Get Your Machine FREE 

Live wire salesmen are dropping everything else and 
flocking to Ve-Po-Ad,  Ve-Po-Ad brings them quick 
money and lots of it. Shapiro out in California made 
$475 in one week! You can “clean up” too! Only 10 
Sales a day in spare time will bring YOU over $95.00 
a week! You need no previous sales experience—Ve- 
Po-Ad sells itself! If you are really interested in earn- 
ing a steady, substantial income, write at once for full 
details of my MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE VE- 
PO-AD given to new Agents. Do it NOW—TODAY! 


C. M. CLEARY, Dept. 453 


173 W. MADISON ST. CHICAGO, ILL. 


only nasse and address. 


U. S. SUPPLY CO. dept. G 731 Greenvill 


You Can Make $90 a Week 


t With this great line—the best paying full time or 
spare time proposition in the country. 

Beautiful patterns, sturdy long-wearing fabrics 

Splendid 


at factory prices sell on sight to men and women. 


s PUBLIC SERVICE MILLS, Inc. 
1927-M Hudson Blvd. North Bergen, N. J. 
Office, 110 Dundes St., London, Ontario, Canada 


Wear Free 30 Days 


Save Your Body—Conserve Your 
Health and Efficiency First 
“i would not part with it for $10,000” 


Sowritesan enthusiastic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS 

of WOMEN and MEN. Devel- 

ops erect, graceful figure. 
Bringsrestfulrelief,comfort, abil- 

ity to do things, health, strength. 

Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal organs; 
reduces enla! abdomen; straightens and strengthens the 
back; corrects stooping shoulders; develops lungs, chest and 
bust; relieves backache; curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, 
constipation, after effects of Flu. Comfortable, easy to wear. 


Keep Yourself Fit 7751557: ment 
blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition, 
Brace' 
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THIS MONTH'S CONTRIBUTORS - 


LIEUTENANT HULL 


ETECTIVE LIEUTENANT EARL M. 
HULL, whose story, On the Trail of the 
"Fox," appears on page 44, this issue, 
started out in his early life as an electrician. 
It seems that real detectives, in their youth, 
seldom have in mind that they will be de- 
tectives. The famous New York detective, 
Felix De Martini, started out as a wood- 
carver—and he still retains much of his 
skill in that art, now only a hobby with him. 
In the case of Lieutenant Hull, it is ap- 
parent he was not much of a success as an 
electrician. Twice he came in contact with 
live wires and narrowly escaped a quick 
death. Once he had to be cut down by his 
fellow linemen, and it was some time later 
that he came to a consciousness of what had 
happened to him—and what he had just 
missed by a thin margin! It is not sur- 
prising then that he felt he owed it to his 
wife and children to change his line of busi- 
ness. Incidentally he probably felt he also 
owed it to himself. 

Hull now began to entertain a secret 
hankering to become a detective. The 
natural step toward this goal was to first 
become a patrolman, and so it came about 
that in 1911 he joined the Los Angeles 
Police Department as a “harness bull,” as 
the crooks disrespectfully term those uni- 
formed upholders of law and order who form 
the bone and marrow of the police power. 

Hull was adapted to this line of endeavor. 
He “fitted the part,” and attaining efficiency 
in his work was not work to him. When he 
now came in contact with “live wires,” it 
was in the underworld he had come to know 
so well, and he did not have to be revived 
to consciousness on these occasions. It was 


| the “live wire" himself, who required this, 


if anyone. 

Lieutenant Hull has handled successfully, 
many important and difficult cases. He 
has found himself in tight places many 
times, but has never failed to come out of 
them with credit to himself. He is some- 
what hard-boiled, but most good detectives 
are. They have to be. It can be said too, 
to his credit, that he possesses the rare 
ability to win and hold the confidence of 
crooks. Why? Because he is a square- 
shooter. They know they will get a square 


deal with Hull, if they play square with 
him—but not one whit of favoritism. 

Paul Knapp, principal character in 
Lieutenant Hull's story in this issue, wrote 
him two friendly missives from the peniten- 
tiary where he is serving his long sentence. 
Knapp, strangely enough, cherishes the 
firm belief that he will never serve out that 
sentence. He still sticks to the idea that he 
will secure his liberty—and will some day 
get a job under Lieutenant Hull! 

It certainly seems probable that this is 
one day-dream that will never come true. 


ERLIN MOORE TAYLOR, whose 

story, Tapped Wires, page 18, in 
this issue, gives the inside working of a 
little known branch of big city police de- 
tective work, is a newcomer to TRuE Dr- 
TECTIVE MYSTERIES, but not to the writing 
game. For several years his fiction and 
fact stories of adventure, mystery and de- 
tective work have been appearing in publi- 
cations in this country and abroad. 

Born in the United States in 1886, he 
was taken at an early age to Brazil by his 
parents, who were foreign missionaries, and 
there acquired the itching foot which since 
has led him to many places on and off the 
beaten trail over the world. 

Completing college, he entered newspaper 
work in the Middle West and specialized in 
police reporting for various newspapers, 
interlarding it with experiences as a deputy 
sheriff, private detective and explorer and, 
during the world war, with intelligence work 
for the Government. 

His most notable achievement, perhaps, 
consisted of leading an expedition on behalf 
of the Papuan (British) Government into 
the mountain haunts of the man-eating 
savages of New Guinea, just north of 
Australia; obtaining much valuable geo- 
graphical and anthropological data, and 
exploring a vast amount of territory never 
before visited by white men. 

Psychology and criminology are his 
hobby, and he numbers both detectives and 
criminals among his friends. Writing of 
real flesh-and-blood evil-doers, is, he holds, 
fully as fascinating as creating them out of 
the mind, if not more so. 


o 


RUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES has 

increased its size witb this issue— 
added two more stories. This in- 
creased size is to be a permanent addi- 
tion, and has been decided upon in 
view of the magazine’s fast-growing 
circulation and the flood of requests 
from our readers for more stories of 
the kind we have been printing. There 
will be no let-down in the quality of 
the stories we present; but, on the 
contrary, we will endeavor to publish 
even better ones with each succeeding 
issue. We pledge ourselves to that! 


We would like to take this occasion 
to thank all our readers for their en- 
thusiastic support which has made 
possible this increase in size and the 
steady progress of the magazine. 
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See the 
Lovely New 
Spring Stules 


Know What Fashion 
decrees for the coming sea- 
son. Elmer Richards Co. has 
spared no effort or expense 
in making this new book the 
most reliable and authoritative 
source of style information to be 
had today. 

Up-to-the-minute and coming 
styles from the ultra smart to the 
most conservative, for every day or 
special wear, are shown in full detail 
with complete, accurate descriptions leav- 
ing no doubt as to quality, design, ma- 
terial or style. 

All items listed, dresses, coats, millinery, 
shoes and general wearing apparel are guar- WN 
anteed—will be sent for your approval. V 


6 Months to Pay 


You can now have your choice of stylish up-to-date clothing without sacri- 
fice to yourself or family by taking advantage of Elmer Richards liberal 
six-months-to-pay plan. Don't wait until you can spare the money all at 
once. Get now the things you or your family needs and pay only a little 
each month. You'l never miss the money that way, as the few cents 
you can save out of the household expenses will do it. Try our easy 
and convenient plan and let us prove it to you. Remember, Elmer 
Richards Company, established over 20 years, guarantees satisfaction. 


Send Jor Free [ELMER RicuaRps Co, 
Establis over 20 years 
Sty le Book W. 35th Sim See 2603, Chicago, Illinois 


Send me your new Style Book showing the latest styles in 
women’s, men’s and children’s clothing, absolutely free. 


This new style book is just off the press. The surprising values it 
contains in women’s, men’s and children’s fashion clothing will 
amaze you. We have only a limited number of these books on hand 
for public distribution other than to our old customers. Send for 
your free copy now before it is too late. Mail the coupon today! Now! 
Book will be sent with — Elmer Richards" 
prompt service, the same day coupon is received. 
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> Jruth /s Stranger a 
t x i - 
‘Than “fiction »- 


, 


SPECIALLY in every- 

day entertainment is 

TRUTH playing its 

integral part... . Peo- 

ple everywhere, and 

in all walks of life, have 

been fed up on preposterous, far-fetched, 
fictionized themes, plots and ideas... . 


In literature, on the stage, and in the 
movies you will find the realistic theme, 
the believable and probable plot, the 
truthful delineation of character pre- 
dominating . . . 


The world is crying for TRUTH .. . 
It is demanding REALISM ... 


And the quest which will reveal the 
idea, the plot, the theme for the second 
True Story Picture, brings out in 
astounding number, that Humanity in 
crying for TRUTH, in demanding 
REALISM is willing to dig down into 
the very depths of its own life as a 
noble sacrifice . . . 


The person whose soul cries out with 
suffering, or whose heart beats with 
laughter is able to express himself more 
sincerely when seeking the protection of 
anonymity. . . . He speaks with an 
untrammelled freedom and his story be- 
comes your story and my story... 


HUS, the True Story Picture is 
really the mouth piece of pulsating, 
romantic, throbbing humanity . . . 


It is a different kind of a motion 
picture... 


That is why the FBO scenario 
editors, the directors, the continuity 
writers and the production officials are 
confronted with no simple task in 
selecting a story from that invaluable 
mass of True Story material. 


They are leaving no stone unturned, 
no manuscript unread so that the 
winning tale from which will come the 
second True Story Picture will be 
symbolic of the TRUTH, SINCERITY 
and REALISM demanded by the 
American public... 


It wil be a page taken from this 
everyday life of ours, and prepared 
with expert screen technique by FBO, 
The Master Showmen Of The World, 
for the millions of people who are 
realizing especially in entertainment 
that “TRUTH IS STRANGER 
THAN FICTION.” 


They Know 


By George William Wilder 


N the industrial world, experienced men sell their experience at a high rate. They see a 
future. They prosper. 


In underworld circles the man with “brains” tries to do the same thing—but he finds it an 
impossible thing to do. When he does reach the top of the ladder from the criminal's point of 
view, he has no money he is able to keep. It slips through his fingers. There is no solid founda- 
tion for him to stand on. 


What can the words “progress” and “future” mean to the criminal? The plain fact is they 
mean nothing to him, and can never mean anything to him, for the very good reason that there 
` is no progress in crime, and there is no future in it but failure. 

This is not said as something new. After all, it is trite; it has been said a thousand times be- 
fore. But, like every other great truth, it is worth repeating—especially to our young men and 
boys growing up, who, while looking forward in life with enthusiasm, are yet apt to see criminal 
life as a thing that is glamorous, and in some ways to be admired. 


Who are they who know the real truth about criminal life? 

They are the old-timers! 

Eddie Guerin is one. “Chicago May” Churchill is another. Bob Considine is another. 
Considine says: “There’s nothing in it, I’m through.” 


Chicago May has found out the same thing—and decided the same thing. She has expressed 
it many times. 


Guerin says: “When you have been in and out of jail for the best years that God gave you, 
you realize, when it is too late, what an infernal fool you have been. ‘As a man sows, so shall he 
reap.’ I have known thousands of men who have lived for years on nothing but crime, None of 
them has ever made any money at it.” 


They live, as Guerin says—“‘on crime"—but much of their time is lived in prison. That in 
itself is an item for young men to think about who are disposed to admire criminal “heroes,” 


We want to print the real truth about crime in the fact stories in TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES, 
and will print the truth, for other reasons than to sell a million copies. And one of those reasons 
is that no one can continue to read these fact accounts of actual crime cases and not be impressed 
with the fact that the criminal has no chance at all. He is beaten before he starts. 


Ask the old-timers if this is not the truth. 
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“TAPPED WIRES!” 


“I got a big job in sight." “Limping Charlie" Cleaver, 
notorious safe-cracker, uttered these seven fateful words 
in a Chicago speakeasy in the winter of 1927-28. The 
result? One of the biggest coups in police history! 


By MERLIN TAYLOR 


| GOT a big job in sight.” 
Just seven words. 
Unimportant words when 
spoken by the average individ- 
ual, but pregnant with meaning 
when uttered by some one like, say, 
"Limping Charlie" Cleaver. 
Cleaver was in a Chicago speak- 
easy one night last winter when he 
voiced these seven words. A bit 
drunk he was, and a bit careless too, 
since a survey of the room had shown 
him no one of whom to be suspicious. 
Cleaver thought he knew everyone 
present. What he did not know was 
that one man was an under-cover 
policeman, a member of that little 
known branch of the Force vaguely 
spoken of as the crime-prevention 
squad. 
A The squad, it might be mentioned, 
is operated along the lines employed 
by the famous Sûreté of Paris and 
the equally famous Scotland Yard 
of London. Many of its members 
are unknown to each other. Only 
one man, its commander, Lieutenant 
Michael Naughton, knows them all 
and he seldom meets them in his 
office, but in hotels, restaurants, of- 
fice buildings and other places where 
often he receives their reports and 
transmits his orders without so much 
as a spoken word between them. 
The squad works on the theory 
that a little prevention is worth a 
great deal of cure. It keeps track of 
criminals and makes notes of their 
activities, habits and other little bits 
of information likely to prove valu- 
able. Sometimes its members be- 
long to the very gangs or bands they 
are watching! More than once they 
have blocked crimes of such magni- 
tude that, had they been committed, 
the entire nation would have sat up and taken notice. 
: Cleaver was on the squad's list, but in its pigeonhole marked 
"inactive." A safe-cracker of no mean ability, he had served 
time in Joliet and other prisons. Later, through a technical- 
ity, he was acquitted of killing a policeman. He had also 
been implicated in a theft of explosives. Fora year or two he 
had been posing as a breeder and raiser of dogs, but had been 
"running" liquor on the side: With that, however, the crime- 
prevention squad was not interested. “‘Mopping up” the wet 
spots of Chicago is not one of its duties. 
When Cleaver mentioned that he had “‘a big job in sight," 


18 


Charlie" Cleaver. 


CHRIS. CARN SPAM Le Pl 
The brains behind the big job—"Limping 
can 


however, the under-cover police- 
man made a mental note of it and 
later reported it to Lieutenant 
Naughton. Like his subordinate, 
Naughton appreciated that a ‘‘job” 
to Cleaver meant a criminal job. 
So he ordered Cleaver’s name out of 
the "inactive" pigeonhole and set a 
watch upon him. 

Thus was begun the weaving of a 
net that was to bag eight men for 
prison terms, including one of good 
reputation and considerable promi- 
nence; send two men to their deaths, 
and make another pair fugitives 
from justice. 

Fateful words, indeed, those 
seven that Charlie Cleaver uttered 
in that thoment of fancied security! 


O5 the records of the United 
States Court for the Northern 
District of Illinois at Chicago, the 
case is known as the Evergreen 
Park mail robbery. It took place 
. in broad daylight on February 28th, 
1928, and the loot consisted of two 
mail sacks containing cash to the 
amount of $80,000.00 and $53.- 
000.00 respectively, consigned to 
banks at Harvey, Illinois, for the 
payrolls of industries in that little 
city. 
Eight men took part in it and 
they moved with a machine-like 
precision that bespoke competent 
leadership, detailed rehearsal, care- 
ful planning, and accurate knowl- 
edge of just what they wanted and 
where to get it. 

Within thirty-six hours, six of the 
actual bandits and a full score of 
“accessories before and after the 
crime" were in custody and trying to 
beat each other to a confession, and a 
considerable portion of the loot had been recovered! 

So detailed was the information obtained by the squad 
under Lieutenant Naughton, that only a last-minute decision 
as to the exact place where the robbery would take place, pre- 
vented the bandits from being caught in the act. 

Several plainclothes squads actually were waiting at stra- 
tegic points in Harvey in the belief that the holdup would 
take place while the mail was being transferred from the sta- 
tion to the post-office. So closely was the movement of the 
train bearing the payrolls being checked by the police that 
when it was reported ten minutes late, and unsighted at the 
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With eleven bullet holes bleeding in his body, Cleaver i is here being dragged to the wagon by Chicago detectives, following one 


of the most spectacular gun-battles ever put up bya 
a daring jailbreak from the Wheaton (ni. 


three days previous to this fateful hour he had engineered 


) p. slugged the jailer, stolen a shotgun and machine-gun and, leading his pals, 


battled his way to freedom! 


first station beyond Evergreen Park, the squads were quickly 
racing down the highway alongside the tracks in complete 
certainty that the robbery was then taking place somewhere 
along the line. 

The thirty-six hours taken to clear up the case were not 
needed. The police simply marked time because two of the 
bandits had not been located. It was only when “tapped 
wires" carried the information that the pair had double- 
crossed the others, and were in flight with a large part of the 
loot, that simultaneous arrests in several places made a clean 
sweep of the others. 

How was it accomplished? 


THE watch set upon Limping Charlie revealed many im- 
portant things. One was that he was holding frequent 
conferences with William Donovan, ex-railroad man who had 
turned safe-blower, with Frank (Bozo) Meccia, a quarry 
explosives expert, and with two employees of the Grand 
Trunk Railroad. 
à It was not hard to deduce from these facts that the “big 
job" was to be the robbery of a Grand Trunk train and that 
explosives were to be used, presumably on either an express or 
mail-car safe. 

Constant surveillance of Cleaver and Donovan resulted in 
several trips which followed the right-of-way of the railroad 
into Harvey and detailed reconnoitering of the route taken by 
mail trucks from tbe station to the post-office. It became ap- 
parent, from their repeated visits to the spot, thst a sidiug 


just outside of Harvey with good territory for an escape by 
automobile appealed greatly to Donovan and Cleaver. In- 
cidentally, it was that spot upon which the police kept guard 
on that day when, less than ten miles away, the robbery was 
under way. 

By means of tapped telephone wires in the homes of the 
two suspects the detectives obtained other bits of infor- 
mation including the names of the criminals who, one by one, 
were being chosen to participate in the holdup. 

Eventually came a night when, from their hiding place in 
the shadows, the police saw stealthy figures slipping into the 


Cleaver home until they had counted a round dozen. They 
departed again before daylight. 
Again the meeting was repeated—and again. The third 


time a daring detective—his name never was made known, 
but it is said Lieutenant Naughton's reticence is due entirely 
to modesty—was in a position to overhear what took place. 

Donovan apparently had assumed leadership. Out of his 
experience as a railroad man he showed one of his subordinates 
how a pull, in the right way, on the cord that runs the length 
of a train inside the coaches, will bring it to a stop. Two 
others were told how the engineer and fireman were to be 
handled. A third was instructed in the trick of blowing off 
the door of a safe. 


Donovan coolly picked up from the table in front of him 
one of two sticks of dynamiteand, while the others twitched 
uneasily on their chairs, proceeded to put his pupils through a 
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, rehearsal in safe-blowing. 

"If you can't turn the 
trick, I'll come and do it my- 
self if things outside are all 
right," he promised. 

Toward the end of the 
conference the matter of 
shooting came up. 

"We'll fire several charges 
with shotguns against the 
sides of the cars," said Dono- 
van. "They'll make a lot of 
noiseand keep the passengers 
quiet. You fellows will have 
the fireman and engineer 
covered. You other two will 
do the same for the conduc- 
tor and brakeman, You over 
there will stand on one side 
with a shotgun. You will 
take the other side of the 
train. I'll be watching all of 
you. Bill, here, will be in the 
. automobile keeping the en- 
gine running, ready for a 
quick getaway when we are 
done." | 

It was at this point that Limping Charlie Cleaver inter- 
rupted. 

“About this shooting thing," he said. '"We don't want any 
killing if we can dodge it. One or two of you, like me, have 
stood trial for murder. It ain't any joke, I can tell you. 
But—if it does come to shooting to save ourselves, shoot to 
kill! We might as well get killed on this job as caught, with 
our ‘reps.’ So, if anyone starts shooting at us, shoot back 
and give 'em plenty !" 


THE others agreed. They either would carry the robbery 
to a successful conclusion, or die in the attempt. 

Then, each man instructed now in his part, came what 
might be called a ‘‘full-dress rehearsal." Upon the table was 
placed a train of toy cars, to one side, a miniature automobile! 

Shotguns and pistols in hand—one man was even provided 
with a deadly lightweight machine-gun—the robbery was 
enacted while the concealed detective, who could hear all and 
see part, quivered with excitement. 

Incidentally, he heard Cleaver say that he had arranged for 
a safe place to which they were to make their way and divide 
the loot. 

"No orie ever would suspect anything like that there," he 
said. “Of course, we've got to cut the fellow that owns it, in 
on the money. He's going to fix it so no one will be home, 
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and we can have the place to ourselves, so that's settled." 

No name was mentioned. Somewhere along the line the 
shadowing detectives had slipped, for Cleaver had found it 
possible to arrange for the rendezvous in person. Certainly 
nothing of the kind had been discussed over the telephone in 
his home, for it had been tapped continuously. 

When at last the gathering broke up, the listening detective 
knew the robbery was scheduled for the morrow and, so far as 
he knew, it would take place at that spot just outside Harvey, 
which apparently had so intrigued Donovan and Cleaver. 

So, the following day that spot was under heavy guard, and 

the robbers, halting the train just outside of Evergreen Park 
at a little flag-station opposite St. Marie’s cemetery, were 
unopposed. 
The train—this was pieced together later—on four succes- 
sive days had carried out of Chicago 
a man garbed in rough workman’s 
clothing and carrying a shovel with 
rolled-up overalls tied to it—a typi- 
cal “pick-and-shovel stiff." Each 
of these four days he had a ticket 
which called for a stop at that little 
flag-station opposite St. Marie’s 
cemetery, He got off each time 
and, as the train started off again, 
struck out down the road, 

Once—presumably the same thing 
happened each time—a chance ob- 
server saw him enter a roadster 
driven by a middle-aged man. The 
pair of them drove away together. 


ON the day of the robbery a pass- 
erby saw six men—hunters 
from their garb, and a shotgun or 
two in evidence—lounging beside 
the station-at St. Marie's. On the 
road nearby a seventh man seemed 
to be having trouble with his auto- 
mobile, for he had the hood up and 
was inspecting the running motor. 

In the distance the train from 
Chicago whistled. Then it came 
rushing down the track. Opposite 
the flag-station it slowed down. 
Upon the steps of one coach stood 
the brakeman and behind him a 
pick-and-shovel stiff. 

Suddenly the passerby became 
aware that the “hunters” had been galvanized into action. 
Five of them wore black masks over their features, the sixth 
a white one. Two swung themselves upon the locomotive, re- 
volvers in hand. One darted under a coach to the other side 
of the train, opposite the mail .car, and immediately there 
came the roar of the shotgun he carried. On the near side 
another shotgun roared.. The brakeman stood facing the re- 
volver of a masked bandit. The man in the white mask, 
backed by another man, elambered into the mail car. 

The pick-and-shovel stiff had disappeared. Actually he 
had dropped off the other side of the train, donned a mask 
and returned to mount guard over the conductor and 
brakeman. This he himself was to admit later, although _ 
neither recognized him then. 

Suddenly there was an explosion from the mail car. It was 
followed by a second explosion, and a moment later the white- 
masked leader and his companion, each carrying a mail sack, 
dropped out of the car and dashed for the waiting automobile. 
The other five men, weapons still pointed toward the train, 
backed rapidly to the car. As they scrambled into it, it 
roared away down the road. 

Even then the foiled detectives in Harvey were racing to- 
ward the scene! ` 

Arrests could have been made that same day, Lieutenant 
Naughton said, but uncertainty as to the division of the loot 


“Tapped 


stayed the hands of the police in the hope that some clue to 
the whereabouts of the money might be picked up. They 
centered that hope upon the tapped telephone into Cleaver's 
home. 

That same afternoon a woman called over it. 

“Hello, Kate dear," she said to Mrs. Cleaver. ‘‘I just heard 
good news over the radio. The boys got three hundred 
thousand. Isn't that just wonderful?" 

"Shut up, you dumb fool!" retorted Mrs. Cleaver, and hung 
up. 

Cleaver came home early that evening. A few minutes 
later he was calling up Donovan at his home, and he was 
very angry. 

“Your wife has been slopping over on the telephone!" he 
was overheard to say. “I want to see you right away, soon 
as I have a bite to eat. Meet me at ——" he named a speak- 
easy much frequented by them. 

Soon afterward Mrs. Cleaver left the house to go to the 
food stores nearby, and once more Cleaver was at the tele- 
phone. 

First, he called a woman who later proved to be a waitress 
with whom he had been conducting a clandestine affair. 


Cold cash as the prize, and lots of it—$133,000.00! 


Wires! 21 


“Yes,” came the reply, in a voice new to thelisteners-in. 

“This is Charlie," went on the bandit. ‘‘Say, I left some- 
thing for you in a box on the shelf in that closet." 

"All right," said the other, and that conversation ended. 

Cleaver and Donovan met, as they had planned, and ap- 
parently one or the other had momentous information, for 
Limping Charlie rushed home. 

Once more the “whispering wire" that was his telephone 
came into play. He began calling members of the gang. Some- 
thing, he told those he could reach, had gone wrong. “Beat 
it!" was the gist of his orders. 

Lieutenant Naughton's orders were just as succinct. 

“Bring 'em in!" he passed the word along. 

HE himself took part in the arrest of Cleaver. A cordon of 

police was thrown about Limping Charlie’s home, guns 
pointed at doors and windows, for his statement that he might 
as well be killed as caught, had sounded ominous. 

Cleaver, however, was not in fighting mood—then. 

At the shouted command he emerged from his home, hands 
high in the air. 

Donovan had not yet reached his home when the police got 


A screeching of air-brakes as the Grand Trunk train slowed down—the 


roar of guns—and the big job was on! You see above the very instruments of death that put it over—Thomas Rowan, U. S. 
Post Office Inspector, being shown examining one of the sawed-off shotguns used by the daring bandits. This varied collection 
of man-killing tools for murder and destruction was found by the detectives when they raided Cleaver’s home, shown on page 23 


"Did you get that jack I sent you, honey?" he asked. 

“Yes, but it isn't enough to get that fur coat I want," she 
replied coolly. “Kick in like you should, or—you've heard’ 
about ‘beans,’ haven’t you? Sometimes they get spilled, if 
you know what I mean.” 

“Mum's the word! I'll see you later,” said Cleaver. 

Almost at once he called another number—a number in 
Beverly Hills, an exclusive residential district on the out- 
skirts of the city. A man answered. 

“That you, Charlie?" asked Cleaver. 


there. Mrs. Donovan, however, received them nervously, 
Awaiting her husband’s return, the detectives searched the 
house and found, not any of the train robbery loot, but some 
bonds taken in a bank robbery in 1926, of which Donovan 
had never been suspected! Also they found enough guns, 
dynamite, et cetera, to furnish a small Army fort. 

By and by the telephone rang. 

" Answerit," Mrs. Donovan wasinstructed, ‘‘and remember, 
if he is taken here, and now, it means only a stretch in prison. 
If not—chances are vou ll become a widow!” 


22 True Detective Mysteries 


Mrs. Donovan saw the point, and picked up the receiver. 

“Everything’s all right, dearie,” she told her husband over 
the phone. ‘‘Come on home.” 

Donovan came, opened the door and walked into the 
ie a pointed guns with grim, determined men behind 
them! 

Elsewhere in the city other squads closed in on other bandits 
and, incidentally, upon a score of their associates, both men 
and women. 

When the sifting out process was completed at the De- 
tective Bureau, those definitely charged with participation 
in the mail robbery numbered six. They were: 

Limping Charlie 
Cleaver. 

William Dono- 
van; who also was 
charged with rob- 
bery of the Hum- 
boldt State Bank 
in 1926, asa result 
of the finding of 
the bonds in his 
home. 

Frank Meccia, 
the explosives ex- 
pert, who furn- 
ished the dyna- 
mite. 

Dan Losee, who 
played the role of 
pick - and - shovel 
stiff to insure that 
the train would be 
stopped at the 
proper spot. 

William Car- 
mody, who drove 
the bandits' car. 

Lawrence 


O'Brien, a gun- 
man. 
HE net had 


failed to bag 
four others direct- 
ly connected with 
the robbery, how- 
ever. One of these 
was John Flan- 
ner y, desperado 
who once was sen- 
tenced to hang 
with “Midget” 
Fernekes on a 
charge of murder 
the. he beat on a 
re-trial. He never 
has been heard of 
since. 

Another was _ 
Virgil Lit- 
zinger, who mixed 
politics with crime 
and was a precinct 
committeeman. 
Warned by the arrest of his wife, he is believed to have 
fled the city immediately. 

A third was Louis Padernosik who later was shot to death 
by the police.. 

Willie Jackson was the fourth, of whom more later. 
also was shot to death. 

The police recovered a major portion of the money from 
those arrested. Cleaver's share, at least the $17,000.00 he 
had left, was found in the flour bin at his home. The others 


He 


**Good-by, boys—I'll see you in twenty-five years!” Cleaver, the “tough 

guy," waves a long farewell to his friends as U. S. marshals take him aboard a 

train bound for Atlanta Federal Penitentiary, to which he was sentenced to 25 
years at hard labor 


had hidden their shares in various places. Some had not been 
paid. Notactual participants in the division of the loot, their 
shares were entrusted to Litzinger and Jackson for delivery. 
Jackson, at least, double-crossed them and fled with it 
all. 

That ''Charlie-to-Charlie" telephone call which Cleaver 
had made provided the real sensation of the case. The 
police looked up the number he had called. It was the home 
of a prominent lawyer and politician! We are withholding his 
name and photograph, riot wishing to unduly embarrass him. 

Since this attorney had once or twice defended Cleaver in 
court, it was believed that Limping Charlie might have given 
the attorney part 
of his share as a 
retainer in the 
event of his ar- 
rest. With merely 
the possibility of 
recovering such 
money in mind, 
the detectives 
went to the at- 
torney's home. 


E denied he 
had received 
any money, denied 
also the telephone 
call that had been 
overheard. Some 
one — a drunken 
man, in his opin- 
ion — had tele- 
phoned him that 
day, but his con- 
versation had 
been unintelligi- 
ble so far as he 
was concerned, 
the attorney said. 
He refused to 
let the polic« 
enter without a 
search warrant, so 
they looked 
around outside. In 
a vacant lot be- 
side his garage 
they found two 
charred locks 
from mail sacks, 
and bits of the 
sacks themselves 
which had 
escaped destruc- 
tion! 
The detectives 
said nothing. 
However, they 


went to work 
upon the men un- 
der arrest. They 


gave them what 
might be called 
the 4th, rather 
than the 3rd Degree, to trick them -into confessing. 

Armed with what they had learned over Cleaver's tapped 
telephone wire, and the eavesdropping upon the rehearsal 
the night before the robbery, a "confession" embodying all 
the known facts was drawn up. This ‘‘confession” was read 
to the prisoners separately. Each was told it had been made 
by someone else. 

Donovan,for example, was informed that Cleaver had made 
a clean breast of the affair. Incidentally, Donovan was told 


“Tapped 


that the police had the goods on him for the killing of a 
policeman and a college student in a holdup (he had been sus- 
pected, but never definitely connected with either) and he 
was reminded of those bonds found in his home. Donovan, 
convinced that Cleaver was trying to shield himself at the ex- 
pense of his fellows, eventually did confess. 

Cleaver, meanwhile, had been told that his wife was the 
author of the "confession." Coming face to face with her 
while both were under arrest (the meeting was accidental 
rather than planned by the police) he cursed her and mouthed 
obscenities as long as she was in sight, but refused to make 
any statement himself, 


[NCIDENTALLY, it might be said that Mrs. Cleaver, in the 

hope of breaking down her husband's granite front and 
obtaining from him a plea of guilty that would lighten the 
sentence to which Donovan’s confession appeared to doom 
him, did confess all she knew, later. 

Upon the minor members of the gang the “confession” 
had one startling result, in addition to admissions of their 
guilt. Through one of them, the attorney already, mentioned 
not only was linked with guilty knowledge that the “big job" 
was contemplated, but was accused of paving the way for the 
use of his garage as the place where the loot was divided as 
soon after the robbery as the gang could get there! 

Losee, who acted the role of the pick-and-shovel stiff, said 
that he, Cleaver, and two of the men never caught, had made 
arrangernents with the attorney for use of the garage, at a 
meeting in the attorney's own home. They had called there 
in the night, he said, and the lawyer had taken them to a bed- 
room out of the hearing of his wife. 

“Cleaver told him that a job was coming off and that we'd 
like to use his house afterwards, and would make it right with 
him,” said Losee. “He didn't ask what the job was, and no 
one told him. He said, however, that he'd have to take his 
wife to a show to get her out of the way, and that we'd have 
to be gone by seven-thirty sure, because he couldn't keep her 
away after that without arousing suspicion.” 
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He added that a window in the attorney's garage was left 
open for their entrance, and the loot was divided there. Four 
thousand dollars, he said, was taken out, put in a shoe-box 
and hidden on the shelf of a closet in the lawyer's house, as 
his share. Then the robbers burned the sacks behind the 
garage, kicked out a window to ‘“‘make it look right," if the 
meeting there was learned of, and scattered to their homes. 

The Federal grand jury promptly indicted the attorney on a 
charge of conspiracy to rob the mails, the others on charges of 
actual robbery in addition to conspiracy. 

As the time for trial drew near, Cleaver and the attorney 
elected to face a.jury, even after the others had pled guilty 
and agreed to take the stand against them. The aftermath 
was sensational. 

Louis Padernosik, one of the actual bandits, had lost his 
share of the loot through either Jackson or Litzinger. He had 
been compelled to resort to other holdups to get money. One 
night the police surprised him robbing a restaurant and shot 
him to death. 

In May, 1928, a man was found in an alley by a passerby 
at dawn. He had been shot to death. He was identified 
as one Jack M. Petrone, a recent arrival in the city, who kept 
to his room in a private house by day, but at night went 
driving with a pretty brunette in a car that bore a New 
York license, and which he kept in first one garage and then 
another, but never for more than a night at a time. 


SEEKING further identification that might give a clue to 
his slayer, the police took his fingerprints. They tallied 
with those of the missing Willie Jackson! 

It seemed incredible. Jackson's nose had been broken and 
was considerably askew. His face was seamed, his hair 
straight. The dead man's features were shapely, his hair 
seemed naturally curly and his complexion was clear and un- 
lined. He sported upon his upper lip a mustache, sharp- 
pointed and waxed. Be 

Yet there were those infallible fingerprints, those ridges of 
skin in the ends of a man's fingers which remain unchanged 
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Innocent looking, it may be, but this is Limping Charlie Cleaver’s “house of the whispering wires," where probably the most 
remarkable “ ‘soup’ and safe-blowing”’ ine fle wae. gs held, took place—on which a clever under-cover 
ut istened in 
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Merlin Taylor, Chicago 
newspaper man who wrote 
“Tapped Wires," and who 
is a criminologist of no 
mean ability 


from birth to death, and never 
are duplicated in another in- 
dividual. 

Eventually the pretty 
brunette was found — and 
she was Willie Jackson's 
girl. She told what she. 
knew of his changed ap- 
pearance. With the loot of 
the mail robbery out of 
which he had swindled his 
fellows, he had gone to New 
York by a devious way with 
Litzinger as his companion. 
In New York he had sub- 
mitted to a facial operation 
for the straightening of his 
lopsided nose, and the lifting 
of his face. He had had a per- 
manent wave put in his hair 
by a beauty culturist! 


N Olean, New York, he 

had grown his mustache, 
and waited for the time when 
he felt secure in his new 
identity of "Jack M. Pe- 
trone.” Meanwhile he had 
dieted to lose about twenty 
pounds, had grown accus- 


culturist gave him a 


Plastic surgery “made over” his crooked face... a beauty 


permanent wave. ... Nature added a 
mustache . . . then he dieted, lost twen: 
his slovenly gait—yet still “Wily 


practiced to rid himself of an habitual slouchy gait, 
and other mannerisms acquired in previous years. 

Then he had returned to Chicago. 

Why? 

That question will probably never be answered. The 
girl believed he wanted the inner satisfaction of know- 
ing he could mingle with the pals he had double-crossed, 
without his identity being suspected. Some one, how- 
ever, penetrated behind the disguise and killed him. 

Who? 

The police say that Virgil Litzinger was back in the 
city about that time, but that he evaded a trap laid 
for him. A man who had double-crossed several, as 
Jackson had, would not hesitate at a triple-cross, 
they said, hinting that Jackson had robbed Litzinger, 
too, after they fled together. Jackson’s pockets con- 
tained but $1.50 when his body was found! 

A month later, on June 11th, Limping Charlie 
Cleaverled fourother prisoners in a daring escape from 
the jail at Wheaton, Illinois, to which he had been 
sent pending trial. They lured the jailer within reach 
of their cell, and beat him unconscious with a crude 
weapon fashioned from a milk can. Then, through 
the bars, they took his keys, let themselves out, 
stole shotguns and a machine-gun from the office, 
and after a running battle with the sheriff, 
escaped in the sheriff's car. Within 

three days Cleaver and Joseph Farina, 
a holdup man, were located in a 
hiding-place on a farm near 

Chicago, and. were captured 

after both had been danger- 
ously wounded in a battle 
with police from Chicago, 
and a sheriff's posse. (See 
photograph on page I9.) 

‘Cleaver was still suffering 
from eleven bullet wounds 
when he and the attorney 
went on trial. 


ce by one Cleaver's 
former gang took the 
stand and testified against 
him—a mountain of direct 
evidence against his unsup- 
ported denial of complicity 
in the robbery. i 
Against the attorney the 
case was not so clinching. 
Cleaver tried to help him by 
denying there had been a 
meeting to arrange matters 
and a division of the loot in 
his garage. The other men, 
who Losee said had been 
present, were among the two 
slain and two never-caught 
fugitives. The attorney 
branded as a falsehood. the 
whole case against him. 
The jury promptly found 
both Cleaver and the attor- 
ney guilty. Cleaver accepted 
a sentence of 25 years with 
a violent curse, but did not 
appeal. The attorney has 
carried his case higher. The 


pec rest of the gang are in 


illie" Jackson's 


tomed to manicuring, eve- 
brow plucking and other out- 
ward evidences of gentility, 
and had taught himself to 
wear good clothes. He had 


underworld pals, whom he had double-crossed, saw 

clean through that clever mask which fear had made! 

So, they bumped him off and threw his crumpled body into 

a back alley, with $1.50 left in his pockets of the fortune 

he had had—incredibly strange fate of a slippery criminal 
who couldn’t play fair, even with his pals! 


Atlanta and Leavenworth. 

Fateful seven words, in- 
deed, Charlie Cleaver's “J 
got a big job in sight" —that 
he spoke that winter night! 


me MYSTERY 
MISSI 


Who was the inhuman 
fiend who brutally mur- 
dered pretty Pearl Bryan, 
of Greencastle, Indiana ?— 
and hacked off her head! 
Was it Walling? — 
Wood ? —— or Jackson ? 
One of these three young 
men was guilty. Which 
one? 


By 
H. W. CORLEY 


ary Ist, some years ago, John 

Howling, a young colored lad, 

started off to work at a farm 
which lay a mile from his home down the road to Fort Thomas, 
Kentucky. His path lay through a field belonging to John 
Locke, and as there was no snow he decided to cross Locke’s 
farm and thereby shorten his journey. 

The air was crisp and he walked along with no sense of im- 
pending horror, when suddenly he stopped short and drew 
back in alarm, gaping at an object that had caught his eye in 
the grass just off the pathway. 

A girl lay there, clad in a thin, cotton-crépe kimono of cheap 
material. From its edge her bare legs and feet protruded, half 
hidden in the grass. 

She lay on her side in an odd position, her arms with hands 
together flung in front of her. He could not see her face, or 
understand for a brief moment how she had managed to hide 
it. 

Why had she fallen there? Was she sleeping? Or—his 
flesh crept as he wondered—had she died in the bitter cold? 
Perhaps she had walked in her sleep and the cold had over- 
come her, letting her fall to freeze and perish. 

The boy walked gingerly about the body of the girl and 
laid a red-mittened hand gently on her shoulder to arouse her. 
As he did so he drew back sharply, let out a fearful yell, and 
ran back through the fields, terror-stricken, as fast as his 
stumbling legs could carry him. 

For the body was without a head! And even this untutored 
boy knew that it had been cut off with a dull knife and very 
hastily. The ground about was stained dark red. Even in 
that moment of horror he noticed that the bushes near-by, 
rising to a height of six feet or more, were splashed with blood 
to their very topmost branches! 

Shrieking and sobbing alternately, the boy stumbled along 
to the nearest house and tremblingly blurted out his story to 
the woman who came to the door as he begged admittance. 

“A girl with her head cut off, lying in the thicket?’’ she re- 
peated indulgently. ‘Johnny, somebody is trying to play a 
joke on you. You are seeing things!" 


Es: on the morning of Febru- 


But the lad insisted and was quaking so violently that the 
woman, realizing he had received a terrible shock, called her 
husband to listen to the story. 

“She lay dar, like she was daid, or sleepin’. Then I saw she 
wan't sleepin', nohow, for she ain't got no haid!" 

"Johnny means what he says," the farmer told his wife, 
finally. "I am going along to see about this. You wait here 
while I call some of the hands to go with me." 

By this time a curious head or two had protruded from the 
barn, and, calling these men to accompany him, the farmer 
set out for the place where the body lay. The boy refused 
flatly to go back to the dreadful spot. 

There, as the lad had said, lay a woman, headless, about 
twenty, they judged from the condition of her hands, which 
were very young in appearance and too well-kept to belong to 
any of the farm girls of the neighborhood. . Although her 
clothing was cheap, it was apparent that it had been hastily 
placed on her body after decapitation, for while it was hardly 
stained, the flesh beneath was covered with dried blood. 

Her fingers had been stripped of rings which marks on the 
flesh indicated she had worn. Yet for some reason the men 
sensed that the motive behind the deed had not been robbery. 

Why, then, had the murderers taken the rings? Why had 
they cut the head off? Was it for the same reason—to hinder 
identification of the girl? 

A careful examination of the clothing gave no hint of who 
the girl might be—but the first search of the ground toward 


25 


26 True Detective Mysteries 


the road which ran through the thicket on the way to Fort 
Thomas caused the men to shout in triumph. 

Here, evidently dropped by the fleeing murderers in the 
‘darkness, were bits of clothing of a very different type, which 
proclaimed the wearer a woman of means and refinement. 
Here were a pair of gloves of delicate kid, hardly worn twice, 
a new pair of expensive: corsets and a single shoe of far from 
cheap material. And in the shoe was a dealer’s name, with 
his address—Lewis and Hays, Greencastle, a little town in 
Indiana. 


“THEY have had their pains for nothing,” the men re- 
marked. “The body can, without doubt, be identified in 
half an hour. Greencastle is a small place. Poor little girl!" 
Leaving the'body covered with a coat, the men hurried to 
report their pitiful find to the police, who came, 
looked the body over and examined the articles of 
clothing found. Without delay, the police sent 
detectives to Greencastle to identify the dead girl. 
“Yes,” said the dealer in Greencastle, after he had 
turned the shoe over in his hands 
thoughtfully for a moment. “I re- 
member selling those shoes to a Miss 
Pearl Bryan, not more than three weeks 
ago. As you can see, they haven't been 
worn much. She was going to visit 
some friends out of town, she told me, 
and was getting some pretty clothes. 
But then, she was always buying shoes 
—she was one of our best customers." 
"Where was she going to visit?" 


He looked on 
in helpless 
horror 


asked the detectives 
with alacrity. But the 
man, after a moment, shook his 
head. 

“I didn't ask her and if she 
mentioned it, it has slipped my 
memory. But Pearl was always traveling. She 
had lots of well-to-do relatives.” 

“Who is Pearl Bryan?" he was asked. 

"She is the daughter of one of our most well-to-do citizens. 
A fine, pretty girl, moving in the very best social circles in 
town. How did you get the shoe? ‘I would be sorry to hear 
that anything has happened to the girl. Was there an acci- 
dent?" i 

Evading this question, the men asked to be directed to Mr. 
Bryan's home, a fine structure on the best residential street in 
Greencastle. Mr: Bryan was at home when the detectives 
reached there. 

Yes, he had a daughter Pearl. She was not at home just 
now, as she was visiting friends in Indianapolis. 

No, he had not heard from her for several days, possibly a 
week. Why did they ask? Was anything wrong? 

Then they laid the clothing before him, and he identified 


everything, even to the handful of hairpins scooped up by the 
detectives from the path leading to the Fort Thomas road by 
which the girl had evidently come to the spot where, as seemed 
likely, she had met her terrible fate. 

"Yes, these belong to my girl," he said. 
trouble?" 

As gently as they could, they broke the news of the girl's 
death, intimating an accident and refraining ftom telling the 
sorrowing man the true facts, that she not only had been 
murdered but had been decapitated also. 

When they told him that her body had been found in Ken- 
tucky, the heart-broken father was as mystified as they. 
Kentucky? She knew no one there. What was his girl doing 
in Kentucky? 

This interview occurred February 4th. Less than four days, 
therefore, had been consumed in the iden- 
tification of the headless body—a record 
case, and one which filled the local Police 
Department with much pride, for many a 
body whose head remained intact had lain 
in the Morgue unclaimed and unidentified 
for twice that time. The Kentuckians were 
justly proud of their 
efficient police. 


“What is the 


But in solving the 
mystery of why 
Pearl—who had never 
reached Indianapolis 
at all—had changed 
her plans and gone to 
Kentucky, or, as seem- 
ed more probable, to 
Cincinnati, just over 
the river from the 
Kentucky county in 
which Fort Thomas is 
located, the police were 
completely at sea. 
Pearl’s father, Mr. 
Bryan, said that, as 
far as he knew, she 
knew no one in Cin- 
cinnati. 

They began careful 
questioning of the 
father, who might, 
they felt, be holding 
something back. But 

they soon found that they knew 
more of his daughter’s past life than 
the poor man ever dreamed of. 

As in similar cases, they sought a 
man—one in whom the girl might 
have placed her trust—a sweetheart, 
perhaps, to whom she was openly or 
secretly engaged. 

But Pearl, though vastly charming 
and popular, had no such sweetheart, 


it seemed. She went to the little balls and parties ofthe 


neighborhood in the safe company of her mother, where, to be 
sure, her partners flocked about her. But she had no sweet- 
heart, her father said. 

Was it possible that the girl might have developed a secret. 
love for one of these young men, and have eloped, using the 
visit to Indianapolis as a blind until time to announce the 
wedding to her father? Was there any young man who had 
paid attention to Pearl and who was now absent from Green- 
castle? 

But no such young man could: be discovered who was 
absent either then or at any time prior to the discovery of the 
girl's body. 

Mr. Bryan flinched at the implication that his daughter 
might have deceived him, and stoutly denied that it could be 
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true. He had always been in hisdaughter’sconfidence, he said. 

“She was studious and quiet, and would do nothing of her 
own initiative. She had no secret fancy for any young man. 
Of that I am sure!" 

"H'm," detectives remarked, and kept to themselves cer- 
tain information which had been given them by the coroner. 
For at the time of her death this delicately reared, carefully 
nurtured girl was shortly to have become a mother! Yet, 
apparently, her father had not the slightest idea in the world 
that this might be so. 

Without divulging this side of the case—for no one had the 
heart to add to the poor father’s sorrow—the detectives looked 
about the neighborhood in the hope of deciding who Pearl's 
secret suitor might be. But no one had ever seen her alone 
with a young man, so carefully had she been guarded. No 
one could aid the detectives in any way. 

And then, when everything looked hope- 
less, came a bit of information which set them 
on à track that promised to lead directly to 
the murderers. 

The detectives were seated in one of the . 
hotel rooms, discussing the futility of remain- 
ing longer in Greencastle. 

"I'll run up to the station and 
wire the Chief that the case is 
dead here," said one of the men. 
rising from his chair 


as the discussion 4 


abated. “Then we 
can get out of this 
burg!” . 


In less than fiftee 
minutes he returned, 
hiseyes blazing, every 
trace of lethargy 
swept from his coun- 
tenance, 


“DOYS,” he cried, 
"comedown and 
hear what the wire 
operator has to say!” 
The men rose, 
knowing that their 
companion had found 
the trail, every nerve 
alert as they clattered 
down the stairs after 
him. 

A. W. Early, the telegraph 
operator, took them into the 
inner office and closed the door 
before he told his amazing 
story. 

“He is a young friend of 
mine," he began slowly, “and 
I expect I am telling tales out of school. 
But the wires you fellows have been send- 
ing have made me realize that I have no 
right to keep my mouth shut. I will tell you all I know. 

“This boy. William Wood, is the son of the Methodist 
minister here in Greencastle. Great friend of Pearl's, I don't 
care what her father says about that. They were always 
meeting when the folks thought they were at home in their 
beds. , 

“He didn't say he was responsible, mind, but 7 put two and 
two together. A little while ago Wood came to me with the 
tale that Pearl had gotten into difficulties. He was near 
crazy—the girl had a fine reputation, and he wanted to help 
her keep it. 

"Well, last summer, and a few other summers back, there 
was a young man about Bill's age who used to visit his grand- 
mother om his vacations, here in Greencastle. He and Bill 
were chummy, and of course he knew Pearl—saw her at 
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parties and picnics like the other boys of the neighborhood’ 

"Bill told me that this young fellow, Scott Jackson, was 
taking a medical course in Cincinnati and that he knew of 
someone who would help Pearl. 

"So the girl got ready to go to Cincinnati—her father gave 
her a lot of money to buy clothes with, thinking she was going 
to Indianapolis—and the next thing I knew, I saw her on the 
platform there, being kissed by her dad. . . . Well, it's the 
last time he ever kissed her. . . . You know the rest." 

That might explain, of course, how Pearl had come to Ken- 
tucky, for Cincinnati is just across the bridge from Newport, 
Kentucky, the city nearest Fort Thomas. It did not explain 
many other things, but it was probable that young Jackson 
could throw light on many phases of the mystery—and they 
determined to give him the opportunity. 


OT on the trail now, the de- 

tectives wired the authorities 
at Cincinnati to arrest Jackson at 
the medical school and hold him 
for questioning. Then they took 
young Bill Wood, the minister's 
son, into custody. 

But Wood merely repeated the 
story as told them by Early. 
Pearl had been badly in need of 
help, he said. He had arranged 
with his friend, Scott Jackson, to 


He made an injection of cocaitie 


see that she was cared for in Cincinnati, both 
young men wishing to help the girl preserve her 
very excellent reputation. : 

He was vague as to who was responsible for her condition, 
and the detectives, at the moment, did not press him. This, 
they thought, could wait. They went to Cincinnati. 

Jackson, the medical student, however, was not so affable 
as Wood and far more wary in his answers. He fluctuated 
between attitudes of indifference to the fast-forming suspicion 
against him and amusement that the detectives should. waste 
valuable time barking up the wrong tree. 

He denied that he had ever laid eyes on Pearl Bryan out- 
side of the little town in which he had met her casually, as a 
visitor will meet all the prettiest girls in the social set. Nor 
had he heard from Wood, he said, on this or any other sub- 
ject—certainly he had not arranged for an illegal as well as 
dangerous operation for a giri (Continued on page 106) 


IS LOEWENSTEIN 


Who really knows what happened to Captain Alfred Loewenstein? Is 
it possible the great Belgian financier, one of the world's richest men, 
still lives? Did he actually fall from his airplane into the English 
Channel? Read here the strange story of this amazing mystery 


which baffles the entire world 


N July 4th, 1928, toward seven o'clock in the evening, "Why was so little done to clear up the mystery? 
just about the time when the American Society in "Why was such a veil of secrecy thrown over the several 
London was preparing to celebrate Independence  ineffectual investigations? 
Day with a banquet, another mystery was added to “Was there a belief in the minds of those concerned that 
the many which have throughout the ages puzzled even the Ais disappearance did not necessarily mean death? 
keenest minds. “Was anything discovered which was not given out to the 


Captain Alfred Loewenstein, one of the world's richest public, which might have throwna different lighton theaffair?" 


men, disappeared 
from the airplane 
in which, with four 
members of his 
personal staff, he 
was crossing the 
English Channel. 
He literally van- 
ished into the air. 
No eye-witness 
saw him go. The 
astounded occu- 
pants of the plane 
could answer to 
only one thing— 
that within a 
space of ten min- 
utes their employ- 
er had disappeared 
Search of the 
water beneath dis- 
closed not a 
glimpse of him. It 
was incredible 
that he had fallen 
out of the enclosed 
cabin, within a 
few feet of them! 
And from that 
moment began the 
strange case of Al- 
fred Loewenstein 
—a case attended 
with so many con- 
tradictions, so 
many obvious ret- 
icences, so much 
apparent negli- 
gence in judicial 
inquiry, that any- 
one who knows the 
least thing about 
the elaborate ma- 
chinery of detec- 
tion set in motion 
in Europe to deal 
with the unnatural 
death of even the 


humblest individ- International Newsreel Photo 
ual, cannot help Captain Loewenstein, the Belgian Croesus, is here seen (wearing cap) closely 
but ask: attended by members of his business staff 
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Yet, in the case 
of Loewenstein, 
one might have 
expected the wid- 
est publicity. 
When he disap- 
peared, the finan- 
cial world was 
shaken. There was 
a near panic on 
the Stock Ex- 
change, where 
shares in his vast 
enterprises were 
listed. With his 
going, a world- 
famous figure 
passed out of 
sight. 


LFRED LOE- 

WENSTEIN 
was the personi- 
fication of modern 
success, the hero 
of the fairy-tale of 
business — an 
Aladdin who, 
without the aid 
of any magiclamp, 
had his every de- 
sire fulfilled. 

Like the old 
fairy-tales of the 
penniless youth 
who wins the prin- 
cess, his story 
also begins with, 
“Once upon a 
time there was a 
poor but ambi- 
tious youth——” 

He was born in 
1879. His father 
was a small 
banker in Brus- 
sels, whose capital 
was all gone be- 
fore his death. 
At the age of 
nineteen, Loewen- 


STILL ALIVE? 


By ROBERT W. SNEDDON 
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Solid door from cabin to * 
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A diagrammatic view of Captain Loewenstein’s luxurious 
coursing at full speed, from which it is su 
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Illustrated London News Photo 
a three-engined Fokker of the trans-Atlantic type, 


multi-millionaire plunged 4,000 feet to his death below in the 


the Belgian 
English Channel on that fateful July 4th, 1928, at about 7 o'clock in the evening. One report states that Donald Drew, 


who was 


the plane at the time, said to a London News representative, after the landing in France: 


“Five or six 


miles before teaching the French coast, one of Captain Loewenstein’s secretaries came into my cabin and handed 


mea piece of paper on which I read: ‘Mr. Loewenstein has fallen out of the plane.’ 


I immediately changed my 


course, and searched for a time the spot where Captain Loewenstein might have fallen. The machine was four 


thousand feet up when I heard of the accident. Nothi: 
ed at seven-twenty P. M." Note the outer door at the right, 


stein began his spectacular career on the Brussels Stock Ex- 
change. He wasa born promoter. He founded his fortune 
by speculating in bonds, and by placing with the Belgian 
public large blocks of public securities, such as Mexican, 
Brazilian and Barcelona electric traction, power and light 
company securities. 


E went on to form a huge concern, the Hydro-Electric 
Securities Corporation, a Canadian concern with large 
holdings in similar concerns in America. 

By the formation of the International Holding & Investing 
Company, a vast banking corporation, he became king in the 
world of two enterprises, hydro-electric power and artificial 
silk. His dating speculative ventures and his success at- 
tracted a large financial following. 

His ambitions were boundless. He had a vision.of himself 
as ‘Master of the World." 

He was forever planning aggressive campaigns to snatch 
the control of great companies from their existing owners. 

In many ways he had the mind and tempestuous temper of 
Napoleon. He was so much a man of strange impulses that, 
however close his association with others, he remained es- 
sentially a lonely figure. 


could be seen, so I made for Dunkirk, where we land- 
ugh which it is supposed Loewenstein made the fatal plunge 


The great of the world are always lonely on their peaks. 
Only when they seek a lower eminence in the world do they 
feel part of it. 

Like Napoleon, he had an astonishing grasp of detail: They 
say the Little Corporal could name any grenadier in his 
ranks. Like him, too, Loewenstein could not bear any op- 
position. He quarreled easily, and ‘his likes and dislikes, 
always violent, were as a rule unreasoning. 

He could concentrate intently on any deal he was planning, 
and be able at the same time to ignore what his body was 
doing. Every moment when he was awake, when he was 
boxing with his private trainer, or being massaged, taking his 
bath or being shaved, there was a secretary at hand ready to 
note down instructions about a business matter. 


HE believed that physical fitness was the foundation of his 
great mental powers. He was a good horseman and all- 
round athlete. 

It was, however, the splendor of his daily life which caught 
popular imagination. No prince of olden.days, not even the 
head of the House of Medici, Lorenzo the Magnificent, lived 
in such lavish and splendid style. 

Old aristocrats frowned on him as an upstart with bad 
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taste, but that did not affect this multimillionaire one whit. 
His household expenses were $100,000.00 a week. He traveled 
continually, in ostentatious style. A fleet of flashing, glitter- 
ing automobiles stood ready in his garages, while a fleet of 
luxurious airplanes was kept tuned up. 

He had a mansion at Thorpe, in England, where he rode 
with the famous Quorn Hunt, and in his stables were forty 
thoroughbreds. He exhibited at horse shows, and himself 
rode in jumping competitions. Business and horses were his 
favorite topics of conversation. 

A few weeks before his disappearance, he had three en- 
tries in the French Grand Prix. When he came to look over 
these three entries, he felt none of them had a chance. He 
made up his mind to buy the favorite, Maguelonne, and 
bought it from the owner for 1,000,000 francs. Maguelonne 
came in first. The prize was only 400,000 francs, but Loe- 
wenstein had satisfied another of his ambitions! Henceforth, 
he was among the aristocracy of the racing world. 

Wherever he lived, he was not content to be a man of such 
relative simplicity of life as Ford or Rockefeller. He must be 
featured as the star resident. 

He had a magnificent house in Brussels. He had another 
at the holiday resort, Biarritz. Here he maintained seven 
villas to house his staff—his secretaries, typists, clerks, 
messengers, valets, footmen, maids, chauffeurs, air pilots, 
mechanics; grooms, gardeners, chefs—the retinue of a 
potentate! 

When he came to New York in the spring of 1928 to raise a 
loan of $25,000,000.00, he brought with him four secretaries, 
two stenographers, a valet, a masseur and other personal 
servants, and Captain Drew, his air pilot. Their passage cost 
$25,000.00. He engaged the whole floor of'a hotel. 

No visiting monarch had ever come to America in such 
state. He was thoroughly aware of the effect of such magnific- 
ence on those to whom he was accustomed, for business or 
personal reasons, to advertise himself, but in this instance he 
failed. He left New York without his loan, but without any 
sense of defeat. He had merely hurried too much, and not let 
the matter mature. He 
sailed, already planning 
vaster schemes to gather 
the threads of world 
power into his restless 
hands. 

He maintained expen- 
sive suites in the great 
hotels of the leading cap- 
itals of Europe. His was 
a magic name with the 
proprietors, He was ruler 
supreme in his house- 
holds. A clap of his 
hands, and there must 
be instant obedience. 
The impossible must be 
performed. 

For a select dinner party in 
Biarritz, he wanted fresh caviare. 
Within a few minutes am airplane racer was on its way to 
Russia. It was well for the weary-eyed pilot that he was able 
to return in time to set the delicacy of a moment on his em- 
ployer's table. 

Roman emperors sacrificed the lives of slaves to obtain 
fresh delicacies for their banquets. Loewenstein was as 
imperial. 

Twice, they say, he was charged with assaulting servants 
who had failed in some service. It was nothing for him to 
boxaservant'sears. Miracle worker himself, he wanted those 
about him to be equally superhuman. He despised and did 
not understand failure. Restless, tireless, he wore out his 
attendants. 

A man of extraordinary vitality, a human dynamo, a 
regal showman, arrogant, imperious, sometimes offensively 
flamboyant, he was nevertheless—if we are to believe one of 


his friends—''a simple and even primitive personality at 
heart, capable sometimes of inexplicable behavior, but capable 
also of great generosity and loyalty.” 

This is an aspect which coincides with a henry in my 
mind, which I will explain later. 

Also to be noted is the statement of another Met the missing 
man “had projects which sometimes appeared so astonishing 
that no one knew whether to take them seriously or look on 
them as fantastic." 

Is this not an echo of the criticism of those who have given 
us our great inventions, our sciences, our great religions? 
What great teacher, in the history of civilization, has been ` 
without his scorners as the maker of fantastic schemes for 
the bewilderment of mankind? 


HERE is the story of Loewenstein's disappearance as given 
by the occupants of the plane: 

About six o'clock Loewenstein's three-engined Fokker plane, 
which he had purchased a month previously, left the Imperial 
Airways airdrome at Croydon, the air field a little south of 
London. The plane, with the official number G-EBYT, flew . 
over the English Channel in a more or less direct line to 
Brussels. 

It was a journey the plane had been making three times a 
week, and the pilot, Captain Donald Drew, an ex-Royal 
Flier, could have done it pretty near blindfolded. 

The plane was similar to those used by Imperial Airways, 
but was arranged more spaciously. Instead of twelve, it was 
fitted to carry six passengers. The arrangement within the 
fuselage was as follows: 

In the cockpit at the nose sat Captain Drew at the stick, 
with his mechanic, Robert Little. Drew sat on the port side, 
that is, on the left looking forward. 

A partition with a glass window separated them from the 
luxurious cabin. Facing the partition, on the port side, were 
two armchairs. That nearest the windows was Loewen- 
stein’s. The other was occupied by his secretary, Hudson. 

On the other side of the cabin, but with backs to the cock- 
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‘This diagram shows the various compartments and details of the Loewenstein death plane 


pit, were two chairs occupied by the typists, Edith Clarke, 
English, and Paule Bidalon, French. As these two girls sat, 
they were looking at the stern end of the cabin, against the 
partition of which was a seat occupied by the English valet, 
Baxter, who sat facing forward. 

At Baxter's right hand was a door in the partition. 

Anyone going through this door to the rear found himself 
in a small, square compartment. On the left was the open 
doorway of a lavatory. The cabin door was contrived to 
swing to form a door to the lavatory also, if desired, but it 
was tacitly understood that only one person was to leave 
the cabin at a time, so that actually no door was needed on 
the lavatory. 

On the right, in the wall,of the fuselage, was the only door 
by which anyone could enter or leave the plane. This door 
opened outward. It had in it a window one-foot square, of 
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mica, as shown in the photograph reproduced on page 34. 
Behind this compartment was storage space for baggage, 
extending to the tail of the fuselage. 


Those in the plane say that Captain Loewenstein boarded it _ 


at Croydon, and that he sat down in his usual seat. He 
looked at a book for a time. They were well over the Chan- 
nel, flying at an altitude of 4,000 feet and a speed of ninety- 
five miles an hour, when he rose from his seat and made .for 
the stern of the plane. He passed the two girls, and Baxter 
at the partition. He was smiling, so they say. 

He swung open the intervening door and passed through. 
The door swung to. 

Ten to twelve minutes passed, and he did not return. 
Baxter, who, though his head was practically against the 
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Donald Drew, who was poo big Fokker monoplane from Croydon, 
, from which the financier so mysteriously dis- 
appeared when the plane was almost a mile in the air, above the English Channel 


England, to Haren Airdrome, 


partition, had not heard a sound, became uneasy. He opened 
the door at his side and looked into the rear compartment. 
The lavatory was empty. He walked back to the baggage 
space. That was empty, too. 

There was no room for doubt. 
disappeared. 


Captain Loewenstein had 


T a panic, Baxter called Hudson, the secretary, who also 
inspected the limited area. Both men, in the shock of 
discovery, jumped to the conclusion that their master had 
by accident opened the door in the fuselage and fallen out. 

Hudson at once, so it is said, wrote on a piece of paper, 
“Mr. Loewenstein has fallen out of the plane,” and passed it 
into the cockpit—the noise of the motor making oral commu- 
nication almost impossible. 

Drew immediately began to descend, and, turning back, 
' circled above the water, but without seeing any trace of the 
missing man. He then made directly for the French coast and 
landed on the sands west of Dunkirk—to get help, he said, as 
speedily as possible. 

A customs officer saw the plane coming, as did a gendarme. 
They were joined by another official, and all came running 
over the flat, bare sand to the plane within a few minutes of 
its descent. The occupants of the plane reported that their 
master had fallen out, and asked that a tug be sent to explore 
the scene of the accident. 

They would not at first give the name of the missing man, 
but did so atlast. A short statement was made, a hasty ex- 
amination made of the plane, and the occupants were then 
permitted to go. Captain Drew took the plane to the Anglo- 
French Airways field near Boulogne, and then the party 
went on by automobile to Calais, where another report was 


made. Absolutely no check was made on their movements. 

Now it is evident that at Dunkirk, where the plane landed, 
occurred the first instance of negligence on the part of the 
authorities. And here was an opportunity propitious be- 
yond any that came later, to ascertain the true facts. 

In this plane had occurred a happening capable of three 
interpretations—accident, suicide, murder. Notification 
should at once have been given to a magistrate, and the cabin 
of the plane sealed up by an official until it had been given 
à microscopic examination. . 

Nothing of the kind happened. The plane was removed, 
and with it any chance of discovering clues to a crime, if 
crime had been committed. At the flying field near Boulogne 
the plane was left unguarded. Anyone might have come out 
of or gone into it. 

It was not until its return 
to London that, on July oth, 
the British authorities applied 
the long-delayed seals—five 
days too late for them to be 
of any use, 

At Calais no more than a 
brief police inquiry was held, 
and again no magistrate was 
called in. The statement of 
the occupants that Loewenstein 
must have mistaken the outer 
door for that into the cabin was 
apparently accepted without 
question by all concerned—at 
least, at the start. 

There was one item which 
remained without explanation. 
It was that, at 9 o'clock, be- 
fore the news had been sent 
on to, Brussels, someone, never 
identified, telephoned from 
there to the little coast resort 
of Malo-les-Bains, asking if 
plane G-EBYI had come down, 
and if the passengers needed 
any help. Who this inquirer, 
gifted with telepathic powers, was, never came to light. 

When the news came out, the wildest rumors began to 
circulate. Loewenstein, ruined, had taken his life! As- 
surances were at once issued that the missing man, though 
his fortune had diminished with the drop in the market, was 
still worth many millions. Such obligations as he had, were 
covered many times over. 

Only—there could be no settlement of his estate until his 
death could be proved. Months might elapse before that 
could transpire. On the other hand, the law would be satisfied 
at once by the exhibition of his dead body. 


AS I said, everything connected with the case, from the very 
first, was mysterious. Especially noticeable was the 
inactivity of the several courts, which could or ought to have 
taken up the case for thorough investigation. The French 
made haste to say that it was doubtful whether the occurrence 
had happened over French waters, and besides, they were 
vague as to the law. Was an airplane a ship? If so, then, 
being under British registry, Loewenstein's plane could be 
regarded as British territory. 

British justice saw differently. The accident, or crime, or 
whatever it was, had happened over the French half of the 
Channel, and the plane had landed on the French coast. It 
was no concern of the British courts. Loewenstein was a 
Belgian subject, in spite of having a residence in England. 

As to Belgium, which should have been interested in the 
settlement of the disappearance of one of its wealthiest sub- 
jects—all the courts there did was to go through the empty 
formality of an inquiry, the results of which were never 
officially published! 

What did the witnesses say? We have no officially sworn 
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statements. Such statements were voluntary. They did not 
have to be made under oath. 

Compare the official and judicial silence which surrounded 
the whole strange tragedy with the flood of information 
poured out through the medium of the press in the most 
ordinary case of murder, and you will have to admit that the 
truta was not sought with any great zeal or apparent over- 
powering desire to find it. 

Was Loewenstein's “death” an accident? 
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regard that death as an accident rather than a suicide. No 
one can blame him for a generous gesture, though his testi- 
mony must be given all due weight. 

It was suggested that Captain Loewenstein might have felt 
suddenly faint, and opened the outer door to get some air. 
But there were other means of ventilation at hand. No one 
having a touch of vertigo would open a door over a height of 
several thousand feet. Did he mistake the two doors? Almost 
impossible. The outer door had a window in it, the cabin door 
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Captain Alfred Loewenstein and Madame Loewenstein. This photograph was taken shortly after their arrival 
in New York, when the Belgian financier made his spectacular dash to America to raise a loan of $25,000,000.00 
in Wall Street. The ship-passage alone, of the Loewenstein party, is said to have cost $25,000.00 


Then the outer door of the plane must have opened, either 
by a turn of the handle, or by the impact. of Loewenstein's 
body thrown against it by a lurch. 

Look at the door, as shown in the illustration. The hinges 
are forward. When it opens, it opens toward the front of the 
plane, directly in the path of the stream-line of the port 
engine. The air pressure exerted on this door, when the plane 


is in motion, is tremendous. Even if there was no catch upon the ` 


door, the tremendous pressure exerted would have held it firm. 

Tests carried out at Le Bourget airdrome and later at 
Croydon, with Fokker planes, by the makers, ‘demonstrated 
that it was impossible to open the door accidentally. Further 
tests were made on the actual machine from which Captain 
Loewenstein vanished. 

It was declared that it was impossible involuntarily to fall 
out of the door while the plane was in flight. Nothing short 
of superhuman force could open it in the face of the wind 
against it. One man alone could not even move it. 


Suck was the expert testimony of a number of aeronautical 

engineers and builders. Were they called to give evidence 
at the court of inquiry in Brussels? No! The only testimony 
asked for and accepted was that of Captain Drew, who de- 
clared that, to the best of his knowledge and belief, the door 
opened with ease. There is no doubt in my mind that. the 
pilot, sincerely believing his master to be dead, preferred to 


had none. Also, Loewenstein knew the plane perfectly. 

It was recalled that the missing man had high blood pressure 
which produced a feeling of suffocation. This was reiterated 
time and again, and accepted as correct, until his physican, 
Doctor Schneider, stated it to be utterly without basis in fact. 


LOEWENSTEIN’S staff say that he was in an absolutely 

normal state. He had not had dinner. He was suffering 
neither from a digestive disturbance nor from any clouding 
of his mental powers. He did not smoke, and if he drank, it 
was never to excess. 

Suppose, however, that he did Yeel faint—then the theory 
that in this state he opened the outer door to get air is ab- 
solutely absurd. How could he, being in possession of less 
than his usual strength? 

The question of accident or misadventure is answered, I 
think, satisfactorily. 

An expert who was not called upon to testify brought out 
the following interesting point regarding the opening of the 
door: If it had opened or been opened, a terrific current of 
air would have been driven into the interior of the plane. Those 
inside could not have failed to notice it. Also, the door itself, 
acting as a supplementary rudder, would have had an effect 
on the balance of the machine. The pilot then would have 
noticed the abrupt deviation, had that been what happened. 

No such deviation was mentioned by Captain Drew in his 
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report, and t..vse in the plane had noticed no air current. 
) Another thing occurs to me which apparently was not taken 
into consideration. Supposing the door had been opened— 
what held it open long enough and sufficiently wide to permit 
the passage of a substantial body, also exposed to a terrific 
air pressure? - The instant the force which opened the door 
was released, the door must have slammed to. 

The body must have been caught, or at least the clothing. 


Shreds or threads of the clothes must have been nipped be- 


tween door and door jamb. Yet nothing of this kind was dis- 
covered. This is a problem which requires an answer. 

One almost begins to wonder whether any body did go 
mun that door—if that door really was opened during the 

ight 

It was argued that if it was not a case of accident, then it 
pointed to suicide. But here again we have the physical im- 
possibility of opening the door. 


BESIDES, what could have been the motive for suicide? 

Financial failure? That was disproved. Moreover, it is 
only rarely that the ruined money wizard puts a poison cap- 
sule to his lips or a revolver to his temple. If he is young, or 
comparatively so, like Loewenstein, he struggles to get back, 
and asa rule succeeds. If he is old and physically and mentally 
unable to take up the fight, ten to one he has, salted away 
enough to keep him from starving. 

If his failure is criminal, the beaten magnate usually pre- 
fers prison to death. Only in one instance, that of a London 
financier, Whitaker Wright, do I know of suicide after hearing 
sentence. 

Nobody who knew Loewenstein can imagine him as driven 
to such an ending. He enjoyed the battle too much. 

If we knew how he spent his last day before boarding the 
plane, we might 
be better able to * 
answer many i 
questions. But no 
court manifested 
any interest in this 
most vital. phase. 
His last week-end 
he spent at 
Thorpe. On Sun- 
day he went to 
mass, and it is said 
seemed  preoccu- 
pied. The beadle, 
or.verger, passing 
round the offer- 
tory bag, had to 
touch him on the 
shoulder to get his 
attention. It may 
have been that he 
was looking for- 
ward into the 
years to come, and 
in that house 
where temporal 
power is submis- Ca 
sive to spiritual, was set- 
tling the remainder of his 
life. 

Murder? Did one of the staff kill Loewenstein in the 
lavatory, and throw his body out? Such a theory is incredi- 
ble, impracticable. The characters of the staff are above 
suspicion, It was to their advantage that their employer 
should live, and continue to pay them the good salaries they 
were receiving. 

Could some fanatic have concealed himself on board the 
plane—hiding in the baggage recess, which was large enough 
to afford refuge for a stowaway—and attacked Loewenstein 
when he came from the cabin? Not a sound of any struggle 
was heard by the occupants of the cabin, and assuredly 
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ptain Alfred Loewenstein's magnificent English country estate 
The Pinfold at Thorpe Satchville, near Melton Mobray, Leices- 
tetahi 


Loewenstein, boxer and athlete, would have put up a fight. 
It was not murder, then. But—what was it? 


WITHIN a few days of the first sensational report, there 

were rumors that Captain Loewenstein had been seen 
alive by several people in different places. It was said that 
he had run away with a pretty Jugoslav girl. Another report 
was that he had given up his worldly wealth and entered a 
monastery as a nameless man. 

It was reported and firmly believed for a time, that a 
mysterious passenger said to have disembarked at Dunkirk, 
at five-thirty in the morning of July 5th, from a little steamer 
plying between London and Dunkirk, was the missing man. 
This rumor persisted in spite of the fact that the captain of 
this vessel said he had carried no passenger, and exhibited his 
papers as stamped to that effect by the authorities. He said 
nothing about any stowaway, however. A French-speaking 
stowaway might easily have slipped ashore and past the 
authorities. 

Any number of people believed that Captain Loewenstein 
did not enter the machine at Croydon. Yet the staff maintain 
he was on board. An official of the airdrome is quoted as 
saying he saw him enter the machine. 

A newspaper published a picture showing Loewenstein en- 
tering. That should have been evidence enough for doubters 
—only there was not the least vestige of evidence to prove that 
the picture had been taken on July 4th. It was merely a 
picture from the office files, as far as we know, and was not 
advanced in any court of inquiry as proof of Loewenstein's 
presence on board. 

The staff, when first questioned, had said they were under 
orders not to talk. Who gave these orders? 

Once, when Loewenstein's villa at Biarritz had been robbed, 
the theft of 15,- 
000,000  francs' 
worth of jewels 
had been sur- 
rounded with a 
like mysterious 
silence. No in- 
formation could 
be glehned from 
any of the staff. 
The master was 
served by  dis- 
creet servants. 


HE week fol- 
lowing Loe- 
wenstein's disap- 
pearance passed 
without any solu- 
tion of the mys- 
tery. And none 
had been found 
when, on July 
IIth, an elabor- 
ate funeral service 
was held in St. 
Gudule Cathe- 
dral, Brussels. At it were 
e present Madame Loe- 
wenstein and her son 
Robert, age eighteen, other members of the family and 
friends. Apparently there was no doubt in their minds that 
the head of the family was dead. 
The Law was not satisfied, however. Before the matter of 
inheritance could be settled, it preferred a dead body. 
And, on July 19th, a dead body was forthcoming. 
The motor fishing boat, St. Theresa, of Calais, was in the 


. Channel ten miles from Cape Griz Nez, famed in cross- 


Channel swimming, when those on board sighted an object 
afloat. Captain Beauregard put over, and saw it was a 
corpse. He put a net around it and towed' it into Boulogne 


34 


where it was examined by the authorities before being trans- 
ferred to Calais. 

The body was in a state of advanced decomposition, naked 
except for a shred of drawers, socks and one shoe. 

Doctor Boulfroy, of Lille, stated the result of his examina- 
tion. Skull and spinal column were fractured, and both feet 
broken. There was a large wound in the side exposing the 
intestines. 

"Of the face, nothing remained .but fragments of flesh 
adhering to the jaw-bone." 

The body was beyond identification. 
wrist of this poor relic of humanity was a gold chain with 
a disk on which was inscribed "Captain Alfred Loewenstein” 
and a street number in Brussels. 

There was nothing to show that this was not the body of some 
person to whom this gold chain had been presented by Loewen- 
stein—that it was not an already dead body on whose wrist the 
bracelet had been slipped—that it was not the body of a man who 
had robbed, or even killed, Loewenstein. 


A BODY had been demanded, however, and here was the 
body. Such seemed to be the attitude of the authorities, 
eager to dispose of the case. 

Formal identification had to be made. The person who 
might have been expected to be best able to do so—Madame 
Loewenstein—was not called upon, Instead, there came to 
Calais Loewenstein’s two brothers-in-law, and they identified 
this body, which was, as stated above, in an advanced state 
of decomposition, with hardly any face left. 

The body was buried in a Brussels cemetery under the 
name of Captain Alfred Loewenstein, and so accepted by the 
family and the law of Belgium. 

In September a report was made regarding the viscera re- 
moved from it. No trace of poison was found, and only a 
slight indication of alcohol. But it was stated with every 


degree of certainty that the man was alive when he entered 
the water, and that certain lesions and bruises were subse- 
quent, 

All of the injuries to the body might have been made by 
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contact with rocks or the propellers of passing ships. There 

was nothing to show that they were caused by a fall from a 

plane. 

OFFICIALLY, then, Captain Alfred Loewenstein is dead. 
The Law has said so, but the Law has been known to 

err. 

More than one prince of the world has chosen to resign 
his high honors and become one of earth’s lowly ones. 

Recall the example of Buddha, whose teachings now guide 
the daily. lives of many millions of the human race. 

A great and mighty prince of India, he forsook his loved wife 
and child and his regal state to become à beggar and an 
ascetic, while he studied the teachings of the Brahmans. 
Six years passed, and he had not found the path to content- 
ment. 

At last, after sitting in meditation under a tree, the light 
came to him. Escape from suffering does not come through 
death, nor from mortifying the flesh, but through losing one's 
individuality in the universal life. 

Suffering ends with loss of desire. Loss of desire is at- 
tained by following the eightfold path, or eight rules of living. 


Only on the left: 
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Every man must work out his own salvation through right 
belief, right aspirations, right speech, right actions, right 
living, right effort, right mindedness and right contemplation. 

With some thought of Buddha in mind, Kipling gave the 
world the story of The Miracle of Purun Bhagat. 

Purun, from a lowly position, rose to be prime minister of a 
state in India. Wealth and power were his in abundance. 
Millions bowed before his progress. Yet in the moment ol 
his greatest triumph, when the most signal honor was con- 
ferred upon him, he slipped out of his palace into the night. 

He resigned position, palace and power, and took up the 
begging bowl and ocher-colored dress of a holy man, a house- 
less, wandering mendicant. 

Loewenstein scarcely ever opened a book, said one of his 
closest friends. It is amazing, then, to find that he was familiar 
with the story I have just quoted. A well-known Parisian 
banker is responsible for our knowledge. 

“T cannot help thinking of what I saw the last time I met 
Loewenstein,” he tells. "It was at Brussels, When I went 
into his office, he laid down a book. I looked at it—it was 
Kipling's Jungle Book, and the page was open at the story 
of The Miracle of Purun Bhagat. 1 made no comnient, but I 
wonder, now... . I wonder...” 

But what of the mutilated body in a cemetery of Brussels? 
What of the disappearance in mid-air? 

Granted that Loewenstein entered the plane at Croydon, 
that his staff saw him in his 
usual chair, that they saw 
him go to the stern com- 
partment; granted that it 
was impossible for him 
either accidentally or forci- 
bly to open the door to death 
—was it not possible that he 
could conceal himself in the 
baggage space, in a locker? 
It is said he was a clever en- 
gineer and mechanic. Could 
he not have contrived a 
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Airdrome, - 
logne and Calais, France 
hiding-place in the airplane? 
When the plane came down 
on the sand at Dunkirk, was there a time when anyone in 
concealment could have slipped out? The occupants say not. 
The three officials who challenged the landing say they saw 
no one but the staff, whom they had never seen before, and 
for whose identity they had nothing but their individual 
word. 


Was it possible, arguing a degree of complicity with their 

master’s wishes, that the staff obeyed instructions to be 
silent as to the identity of one of their number—and that 
one of their number might have been the so-called missing 
man, Captain Loewenstein? 

A stated number of persons might have gone aboard at 
Croydon, The same number might have landed at Dunkirk. 
Only—in the passage—one of them might have changed identity. 
After they left Dunkirk, no check was kept upon their move- 
ments. One passenger might be dropped and another taken 
aboard—the missing member of the staff. 

Naturally, no verification of such a theory can be obtained 
from the staff. They have stated (Concluded on page 81) 


The ST. LOUIS 


There have been many 
imitations of underworld 
life given to the public. 
Here is the real thing! 


By 
RAY RENARD 


As told to 
ui. HARRY T. BRUNDIGE 


FOREWORD 


RAY RENARD, alias “The Fox,” marked for 
death by former gangster associates, has been 

a purse-snatcher, shoplifter, freight thief, 
payroll-bandit, bank-robber, gunman, gang- 
ster, and the lieutenant of William P. (ior 
Colbeck, leader of the Egan gang in St, 

It was Renard who, breaking with the gang 
and discarding the code of silence of his one-time pals, took the 
witness stand in Federal court on three occasions and, with cool- 
ness and deliberation, testified to the facts that sent eight of his 
former associates to Leavenworth Penitentiary, five of them 
being Egan gangsters who received sentences totaling forty years. 

Renard is the sleek, well- med type of criminal, who, when 
free, drives about in a high-powered automobile, He owned a 
suburban bungalow which was beautifully appointed and his 
kennel of dogs was the envy of his fellows. 


“Here’s the list," said Colbeck. “Shoot these 


men on sight!" 


Gang Rule 
TERROR 


Arrested 138 times, he has been accused ot al- 
most every crime on the statute-books, including 
murder. is career stamps bim as one of the 
mest desperate law-breakers oí modern police 
history. 

He is now serving a sentence cf seven years in 

Atlanta Penitentiary. 
Recently he made this statement: 
“I'm only twenty-five now, and when I 
have discharged my debt to society, if I'm 
nct suddenly shot in tbe back, I'm going to 
follow the straight and narrow path, even if I have to take up where 
I left off nine yearg ago, driving a coal wagon." 


E 


LAST month Renard told of how Ernest Miller, old-time crook, 
started him, at the age of 14, in a life of crime, beginning with 
purse-snatching and shop-lifting—of his first arrest, of the gradual 
M yon’ of his nature in association with criminals, of his pulving 
off severi 


ig robberies with Miller and Gus Covington. 

He is arrested time and again, each time 
beating the case” His girl begs him to quit 
running around with Miller. “If you will 
leave Miller and get a job, we'll get married," 
she pleaded, ' 

Renard continues his story: 


and the next day I got a 

job at the Columbia 

Box Factory driving a 
truck. I worked steadily 
for two months, Then, one 
morning as I arrived for 
work, I saw Detectives 
Fritsche and Smith stand- 
ing on the corner. Fritsche 
grabbed me. “Come on, 
Ray,” he said, and he called 
the wagon. 

They locked me up for 
four days and never asked 
me a question. Then they 
turned me loose. My girl 
begged me to try again, and 
the boss at the box factory 
took me back, Three weeks 
passed. Then, on my 
twentieth birthday, as I 
left the factory to go home 
to a party which was being 

given for me, the police grabbed 
me again. They locked me up. 
There was no party. Ilost my 
job and, in the next five weeks, 
lost four more jobs. Every time 
I would go to work the police 
would tell the boss I was a 
"wrong" guy, and I would be 
fired. Or they would lock me up 
as I arrived to go to work. Every 
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I PROMISED her I would 


^ 


time a detective saw me, I was locked up in spite of protest. 

I drove downtown one afternoon and the first person I met 
was Joe (Dang-Dang) Henry. He had joined Miller's mob 
about the time I broke away. 

“Hello, Dang-Dang," I said. ‘‘Still stealing freight?” 

"Not me!" he answered. “I’m getting the payrolls.” 

“When's the next job?" I asked him. 

"Soon as you like. Let's go over to the club and frame 
something.” 

A few minutes later I was introduced to a novel organiza- 
tion—the Crime Club. 

An old house in North St. Louis, kept by a woman who was 
a good fence for jewelry, was the headquarters of the Crime 
Club. I wasn't so keen about some of the members. They 
were always cleaning and oiling gats, drinking whisky, and 
boasting about how hard they were. Iknew that those fellows 


“Stick 'em up!” 


usually are just one-minute eggs. 
I was right in. my judgment be- 

cause, not long after trooping out 
with them, some who were caught squealed like stuck pigs 
b they got in a corner and the cops squeezed down on 
them. 

In the gang were Joe (Dang-Dang) Henry, Henry Carr, 
Charles Manley, Armin Eillerbrake, Sam Weaver and a lot 
of others. Some who hung out at the club and who went out 
with us on jobs were police stool pigeons. 

Soon after I took a hand, it was suggested that a half dozen 
of us could get a few hundred thousand dollars by robbing the 
Sub-Treasury in the Federal Building at Ninth and Olive 
Streets. We looked it over and it appeared to be a good bet 
and we began making plans. 
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- Then the stool pigeons who were running with this Crime 
Club outfit tipped our game to the police. The men who keep 
Uncle Sam's money in their care doubled the guard and waited 
anxiously with sawed-off shotguns. About the time we 
were ready to spring the job one of my friends told me the 
police were wise, so we forgot that holdup and went out and 
got a payroll. 

About this time the police tried to get me for murder. I 
went out to a dance at Park and Compton on October 15th, 
1919. There was a rough bunch out there and somebody, I 
don't know who, shot a fellow named Ryan, (Harry J. Ryan, 
21 years old, 2936 Hickory Street) and killed him. I ran from 
the neighborhood. Somebody said that the man who did the 
shooting had a brown velours hat. The police arrested me 
and found a brown hat in my house and concluded I did 
the shooting, but I did not shoot that man. After a short 
time the police released me. 

On November 8th of the same year members of the Crime 
Club, led by ‘“‘Dang-Dang” Henry, held up and robbed the 
office of the Green Car Wheel Manufacturing Company, 
3000 North Broadway, St. Louis, and got away - 
with $4,000.00. 

The next robbery was that of the Voss 
jewelry store at 4114 West Florissant Avenue. 
The gang got about $4,000.00 worth of jewelry. 

Then came the stunt that put the Crime 
Club out of business and put most of its mem- 
bers in the penitentiary. Dang-Dang Henry, 
Armin Eillerbrake and Henry Carr told me 
they planned to rob the H. H. Gerhardt 
jewelry store at 3324 Olive Street, and asked 
me to go along. 


I WAS busy with a new automobile and 
couldn’t go. They went and, in the attempted 
robbery, Dang-Dang and Carr both shot at 
Chief of Police O’Brien, who happened to be 
passing and tried to catch the men. One of 
them fired a bullet that hit the chief in the 
neck. Dang-Dang always claimed he did it. 
Within a few days Dang-Dang, Carr and Eiller- 
brake had been arrested and confessed. 

Dang-Dang got a long prison sentence. He 
couldn’t stand prison life and died in Janu- 
ary, 1924. 

Eillerbrake got a five-year sentence and 
came out a dope fiend. The police picked him 
up in a freight yard soon after he got out of 
prison and he told them he was using dope; 
that he learned the habit in prison. 1 clipped 
a little piece out of the paper—a statement he 
made at that time. Eillerbrake said: "If I had 
only stayed away from bad company 
I might have made something of myself. 
My father trained me for a business 
career, but I got in with a bad bunch.”’ 
Recently Eillerbrake got a three-year trick in Leavenworth 
Prison for a freight job. Carr got twelve years and is still in 
prison. 

Weaver got seven years and he, also, is still in prison. 

Manley disappeared with a couple of workhouse sentences 
hanging over him. 

All in all, the Crime Club was a bunch of weak sisters, and 
any young man who will look at this thing properly will 
readily see that there is nothing in crime and that the cheap 
novels, and the lurid movies which portray lawbreaking as 
something colorful and spectacular, do a great deal more harm 
than good. A criminal's life is utterly worthless from any 
standpoint you may wish to judge it. A crook is a crook 
and there is no place for him among decent men and women— 
so long as he remains one. 

Soon after this the police tried to fasten another crime on 
me which I hadn't committed. I had been locked up and, 
fifteen minutes after the police turned me loose, somebody 
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stuck up the cashier of the Maull Bros. Macaroni Manufac- 
turing Company and took $950.00 from her. The police 
picked me up. The cashier, and an old man who had seen 
the robbery, both looked at me in the show-up at the Central 
District and said I was the guy. I had been in « cell ten 
minutes before the job was pulled off. ‘That was a wrong 
rap but they tried me for it and I got a hung jury. 

After I got out on bond Ernest Miller called me and said 
he had a good job. It was up at Old Monroe, in St. Charles 
County, where a tobacco car was supposed to have been set 
out for us. Miller and I and another fellow made the trip. 
We gave the place the ''once-óver," but failed to find the 
tobacco car. I spotted a merchandise car and we smashed 
into it and loaded the truck with gingham, shoes and a lot of 
other stuff. Then it started to rain. 

We headed for St. Louis with the truck and touring-car. 
It was early morning and was getting light. The going kept 
getting worse and a few miles out of town the truck got stuck 
in the mud. We put as much of the merchandise as we could 
into the touring-car and I offered to drive it through, as there 
wasn't room for Miller and the other chap to ride in it. They 
beat it toward the railroad. 

It sure was muddy and, before I had covered two miles, the 


touring-car sank axle-deep in the mud, by which time it was 
daylight. 


I WENT to a farmhouse, got the farmer out of bed and asked 

him to pull me out of the mud. He refused. I left the 
car and started down the road. In the meantime, another 
farmer had discovered the truck and had notified the marshal 
at Old Monroe. Then the looted car was discovered and a 
posse began a search. 

I was caught five miles from Old Monroe and taken back, 
and locked up in the little two-by-four jail. The jailer sat 
down. outside the door and all the rubes came down to look 
at me. Miller and the other guy were picked up on the train 
and brought back into Old Monroe. The railroad detectives 
took us back to St. Louis. 

Two special agents for the Burlington Railroad took me to 
their office at Third and Franklin. They tried to make me 
talk. ‘They whipped me with a rubber hose for four hours. It 
was the first time I had ever been trimmed, except for a 
punch on the jaw now and then at the Central Police Station. 
The harder they whipped me the louder I cursed them. I 
told them nothing. I was indicted, released on bond, and 
eventually was tried, but I beat the case. 

We continued our operations, but the strike of the rail- 
road workmen deprived us of the co-operation of our friends, 
the switchmen, and we had to figite out a new scheme. 

We began riding freight trains out of the yards, spotting the 
merchandise cars and, when the train stopped for water, we 
would jump off, break open a car and get into it. When the 
train reached some point close to an automobile road we 
would start throwing out cases of goods while the train was 
moving. Sometimes three or four of us would be riding the 
same train, each in a different car, dumping out stuff. We 
had men stationed along the highway to load the stuff and 
take it back to town. Godfrey, Mitchell, Belleville, Mount 
Olive and other Illinois towns, and Machens, Missouri, were 
favorite places to unload. 

One night Miller and I worked alone. We threw a lot of 
stuff out at the Maryville crossing, near Mitchell, Illinois, left 
the train, got our automobile and went back to load up. I 
was picking the stuff up when I noticed another guy doing 
the same thing, and I just naturally supposed it was Miller. 
He kept getting closer to me, and when just a few feet away, 
began pumping lead at me. Iran, fell down and cut a terrible 
gash in my left leg. Miller dragged me to a nearby place 
which was run by:a fence and they got me a doctor. I was 
laid up for two weeks. 

There was one racket I worked out that I don't believe the 
railroad detectives ever got wise to. Of course, it was a com- 
mon practice to cut the hose of the air-brakes on a mer- 
chandise car, in the hope that the car would be sidetracked 
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and give us a chance to loot it. But the brakeman usually 
had an'extra hose and they would repair the brake and go 
ahead. I went that system one better. I got a big pipe- 
cutter, a plumber's tool, which I strapped to my leg, under 
my trousers. 

Then I rode a string of freights until a halt for water would 
be made near an automobile road. As soon as it stopped I 
would cut the air-line pipe on the merchandise car that I 
wanted. Of course, the train could not go ahead with the 
air line on one car broken, so the car would be set out. They 
would cut the car out of the string right there at the spot we 
had selected, and where our trucks were waiting. This 
system would give us the whole night in which to loot the car. 

On one occasion when I cut 
the airline as the train 
stopped at Bissell's Point, we 


They turned 
toward us, 
white with 
fear 


got silk stockings, shirts, shoes and ginghams which we sold 
for $10,000.00. On another occasion at Luther, near Baden, 
we got a whole carload of army shirts which sold for $8,000.00. 


THE end of stealing interstate shipments was near at hand, 
although we did not know it. Gus Covington, who had 
gotten drunk one night and stuck up a tobacco store, had 
been put away in Jefferson City. It was getting harder to 
steal freight, and Miller and I were being arrested on sight 
and held as suspects. We decided to go up to Jeff City and 
see Gus and to pull a job on the way home. That was in 
April, 1920. Miller, Bill Reinhardt, Tom Brindley and my- 
selí made the trip. We talked to Gus, gave him a little dough 
and started back. We decided we would try to pull the job 
at Moselle and we pulled into the town on the night of May Ist. 

We picked a merchandise car. I broke in. Somebody heard 
us breaking the cases and thought we (Continued on page 112) 


The ACID CLUE 


AVID S. PAUL was one of the 
D small army of ex-convicts who 

had gone straight. In his early 

twenties, while employed in the 
Post-Office Department of the United , 
States Government, he had been caught : 
tampering with the mails 
and was sent up for a 
stretch. Good behavior 
and the influence of 
Íriends, however, were 
instrumental in cutting 
his sentence short, and 
when Paul was again a 
free man he resolved to 
tread the straight and narrow. 
He had not been in prison long 
enough to grow calloused, and 
youth was still his—so a fresh 
start was not very difficult. 

After Paul had been out for a few 

years and had exhibited all signs of be- 
ing honest and upright in two unim- 
portant jobs, friends succeeded in ar- 
ranging for him an interview with an 
official of the Broadway Trust Com- 
pany in Camden, New Jersey, where 
Paul was then living. There was a 
minor position open at the bank. 


AUL told the official all about his 

past—including the prison term. 
But he had gone straight, had been 
married since being released, and was 
determined to keep a clean sheet for the rest of his life, he 
informed the banker. The latter, impressed by Paul's 
sincerity and numerous references, hired him. 

For a while, the new employee was kept under strict sur- 
veillance at the bank. His conduct was found to be beyond 
reproach, As time wore on, more and more trust was placed 
in the man. Finally, he was made senior bank runner—a job 
which required him to carry huge sums of cash and checks 
from one financial institution to another. 

On the eventful day of October 5th, 1920—a day which 
marked the beginning of a nebulous chain of events—Paul 
. had been in the employ of the bank for almost a quarter of a 

century. The man was then fifty-nine years old: His hair 
was getting thin; his shoulders were a trifle stooped. He was, 
more or less, a fixture in the institution, and went about his 
work with clocklike regularity. 

And so it was that on the afternoon in question, when Paul 
exited from the bank carrying a little black bag, one of a group 
of bank employees, standing in front of the institution “kill- 
ing” the lunch hour, said: . 

“Tt must be one o'clock—there goes Paul. 
back to the grind!" 

It was exactly one o'clock. The little black bag which Paul 
carried contained $40,000.00 in cash and $30,000.00 in checks. 
The currency was divided up as follows: $20,000.00 in twenty- 
dollar bills, $10,000.00 in tens, $5,000.00 in fives, and $5,000.00 
in mutilated and worn-out bills, the latter being destined for 
the United States Treasury for replacement. 

Paul had two calls to make when he left the Broadway 
Trust Company that fateful afternoon, He was due at the 
First National Bank of Camden at one-fifteen, where he was 
to pick up some canceled checks. From there he was to go to 
the Girard Trust Company, at Broad and Chestnut Streets, 
in the heart of Philadelphia. The Quaker City lies just across 
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Time to get 


This is debonair Ray Schuck. Does 

he look like a cold-blooded murderer? 

“I swear to God I didn't do it, Mr. 

Parker!" he burst out dramatically, 

when cornered. See, on the opposite 
page, the letter he wrote 


the Delaware River from Camden. 

Paul usually made the journey be- 
tween the two Camden banks on foot. 
So, at precisely one-fifteen o'clock, he 
walked into the First National Bank. 
It took him just five minutes to trans- 
act his business there. 
At one-twenty, he bade 
the time of day to the 
door man at the bank 
and was on his way, 
still carrying the bag 
which contained a for- 
tune. 

Upon leaving the First 
National Bank, Paul, 
as a rule, walked to the Cam- 
den-Philadelphia ferry termi- 
nal, several blocks distant. Af- 
ter the five-minute ferry ride to 
the Pennsylvania side of. the 
river, he invariably took the subway to 
Broad Street Station in Philadelphia 
and then walked through the City Hall 
Plaza over to Broad and Chestnut 
Streets. The entire trip was usually 
made in twenty-five minutes or half an 
hour, so that the bank runner was in the 
habit of turning up at the GirardTrust 
Company about one-forty-five—two 
o'clock, at the latest. 

But, at one-forty-five on the after- 
noon of October 5th, there was no sign 
of Paul at the Philadelphia bank. The 
hands of the institution's big clock crept around to two 
o'clock, and still no sign of the runner. Two-fifteen . 
two-thirty . . . closing time, three o'clock—and Paul had 
yet to put in an appearance. . . . 

An attaché of the Girard Trust Company called Paul's 
bank: 

“Your runner has not as yet arrived with the currency and 
checks!" 

“That’s funny. Hold the wire a minute!" A short silence. 
Then: “He left here at one o'clock. Are you sure he hasn't 
been there?” 

“Positive!” 

“Well, we'll look right into it, and see what's wrong." 

*"Thanks!" 


T'es Broadway Trust Company communicated with the 
other Camden bank. Yes, Paul had been there, they said, 
and left at one-twenty. 

Alarmed, Paul's employers at once began to telephone to 
all hospitals in Camden and Philadelphia, fearing that the 
trusted runner had suddenly been taken ill, But, at six 
o'clock, when the hospital check-up was finally completed, 
the bank was without information of any’ kind regarding 
Paul’s whereabouts. 

Mrs. Paul, the runner’s wife, was communicated with. She 
had not seen or heard from her husband since he had been 
home to lunch, she said. The Camden and Philadelphia 
police had not dealt with anyone answering Paul's description 
that afternoon. So, at nine o'clock that night, an official of 
the Broadway Trust Company called Laurence Doran, Chief 
of Camden County Detectives, on the phone: 

"Can you come over to the bank right away, Larry? I 
think I need you!" 


"I'll be right there," said Doran, not knowing what the 


Duck hunters, near New Jersey's Pine Belt, saw a pile of fresh 


leaves— investigated— and made an appallin 


discovery! 


One of them rushed to the nearest phone. “Come right 


away, Mr. Parker . . . we've 


just found — " 


Thus broke the baffling Paul case! 


By ELLIS H. PARKER 
Chief of Detectives, Burlington County, N. J. 


bank official had on his 
mind, but ready for action. 

Ten minutes — later 
Doran was listening in- 


tently to the story of Paul's strange disappearance. 
“Does Paul keep any personal effects here in the bank?” 


asked Doran, after the official had finished his recital. 


“He has a locker here. I don't know what he keeps in it.” 


In a few minutes, the sleuth 
had opened the locker, after try- 
ing a dozen keys on it. A pile of 
letters and a small address book 
confronted him. All of the letters 
had been addressed to Paul. The 
postmarks on some were more 
than a year old, while others were 
recent. The first ten letters that 
Doran read were purely of a busi- 
ness nature — advertisements, 
small bills, e£ cetera. But the 
eleventh letter was on pink station- 
ery and in a woman's handwriting. 

The writer, whose signature and 
address were not affixed to the 
epistle, called Paul “an old dear," 
and other pet names. She reminded 
him that he had an appointment 
with her on the afternoon of October 
5th. The location of the proposed 
rendezvous was not mentioned. The 
letter was postmarked ''Philadel- 
phia," and had been mailed two days 
previously. 

As he continued to examine the contents of the 
locker, Doran came across several other letters from 
women—all of a tenor leading the sleuth to believe 
that Paul had been more or less intimate with the 
writers. The address book, too, contained the names 
of more than a score of women, variously described in 
notations alongside their names as ‘“‘peach,” ''pippin" 
and "hot baby.’’ However, the locker yielded no in- 
formation tending to shed light on the identity of the 
woman with whom Paul had had the appointment. 

“Another Jekyll and Hyde!" commented Doran caus- 
tically, as he left the bank with the letters and the address 
book. 


LI 


AT midnight, Doran was in conference with E. A. 
Gravenor, Chief of the Camden Police, and Charles A. 
Wolverton, then Prosecutor of Pleas of Camden County, 
but.now in Congress. An official of the United States 
Fidelity & Guaranty Company, of Baltimore, the organi- 
zation which had bonded Paul, was called on the long-dis- 
tance telephone. . 

“Better get the lines out for that baby!" advised the man 
in Baltimore. 

Accordingly, the trusted bank runner's photograph 
$peedily adorned a police flier,which was sent the next day, 
post-haste, to every police department in the United States 
and Canada. The flier is reproduced on page 41. Owing 


As told to ALAN HYND 
Formerly of the Boston POST 


to an error caused by the 
rapidity with which it 
was prepared, the flier, 
which offered a reward of 
$1,000.00 for the man's arrest and conviction, announced 
that Paul had absconded with '$10,000.00 in currency and 
$12,500.00 in checks. Actually, he had carried $70,000.00. 
Needless to say, the community was shocked when the 
morning newspapers announced in 
bold type that Paul, a man noted for 
his integrity, was being hunted as a 
crook of the first water. 

. . Mrs. Paul was distraught. It was 
the first night in years that her hus- 
band had not been home. When one 
of Doran's co-workers told her about 
the women's letters which had been 
found in the bank locker, she couldn't 
believe him. Her husband had never 
displayed any signs of being even 
slightly interested in another woman! 


“Yes, hé "(Schuck) bought me a fur 
coat!” admitted Mary, to Detective 
Parker. ''He told me he won the 


money on the World Series." 
World Series! mused the famous 
sleuth. Below is the letter Schuck 
wrote to Detective Parker, while in the 
New Jersey State Prison death house, 
awaiting execution. The drawing (at 
Jeft) is the sketch Schuck refers to in 
the letter—of Mary, the girl he loved 
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He had been a faithful provider, Mrs. Paul said, during 
their many years of married life. And he had been a good 
father to their children. She simply couldn't reconcile her- 
self to the belief that her husband had done any wrong. As 
to his whereabouts, she said she had absolutely no idea. 

Doran called me on the phone the morning of October 6th: 

“Say, Ellis—a bank runner for the Broadway Trust Com- 
pany E here, named David Paul, has blown with a bag of 

ough!" 

"[ know, Larry," I answered. 
about it in the papers.” 

Permit me to pause for a moment to explain that Burling- 
ton County, where I am Chief of County Detectives, borders 
on Camden County. For a number of years, Camden and 
Burlington County officials have worked together on impor- 
tant cases, owing to the proximity of one county to the other, 
So, when something big “breaks” in either county, police 
officials of the adjoining county are always notified. 


“I have just been reading 


“De you know anything about Paul?” asked Doran. 
“Nothing that amounts to anything, although I know 
the man slightly,” I answered, “I was talking with him not 


FT 


(Above) Ray . 
Schuck, in a happy - 
mood, hardly look- —— — 
ing as though, a 
short time before, 
he had hidden 
$30,000.00 in - 
blood- on 

his own mother’s 
grave! (Right) 
Hard-boiled Frank 


but Detective 
Parker dug deep 


Harry, lives here in Mount Holly, you 


long ago. His son, 
know.” 

“Well, Ellis, anything you can dig up will be greatly appre- 
ciated. See you later!" : 

All that day I revolved the case in my mind. The fact that 
Paul had been a model citizen for a quarter ol a century didn't 
prevent him from turning into a criminal on the impulse of the 
moment, I reasoned. I had seen too many so-called ‘‘model 
citizens" branch out as murderers on less than a moment's 
notice. And the fact that Paul had been hitting the high 
spots with women on the “Q. T." led me to the theory that a 
woman had played a leading rôle in his disappearance. 

. I was in my office late that night, still pondering over the 
case, when my telephone rang. : 

"Is this Mr. Parker, the detective?" asked a masculine 
voice on the other end of the wire. 

“Yes. What can I do for you?” 

"Are you hunting for David Paul, who stole that money 
from a bank in Camden?" 
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“Naturally, we'd like to find him. Who is this speaking?” 

"I'd rather not say," replied the mysterious caller, “but if 
you're hunting for Paul, go to his son's house here in Mount 
Holly. Isaw Paul go in there an hour ago!" 

The man hung up, and I was unsuccessful in tracing the call. 

I thought the matter over, and decided to give Paul's son a 
quizzing. Upon going to the home of Harry Paul, a highly 
respected member of the community, I was greeted with the 
information that he had not seen his father that day—in fact, 
had not heard from him since his parents had spent a two- 
weeks vacation at his home some weeks previously. 

“But I am informed that your father entered this house an 
hour ago," I said to the son. 

"Oh," he answered,.‘‘I did have a visitor an hour ago—a 
man about my father's build and age. But I assure you that 
it wasn't my father! The man was ——" He gave me the 
visitor's name, and, after a check-up, I felt that Harry Paul 
had told me the truth. T 

However, the next night I again received a telephone call 
from my mysterious informant of the night before. 

“You're a hell of a detective!" he began. “David Paul has 
been hiding in his son's house for more than twenty-four hours!" 
Click! The receiver had been hung up. 

We watched Harry Paul's residence carefully, and found 
nothing to substantiate the allegation of the anonymous in- 
former. I then marked the caller down asa "cránk." Every 
detective, during his investigations into a mystery which has 
caught the public's fancy, gets strange letters and weird tele- 
phone calls from persons purporting to have information of 
value. I always run down these tips, even if they look phony 
on the surface, because one clue will repay me for a hundred 
fool's-errands. We sleuths, of course, would be considerably 
happier if we could separate the chaff from the wheat before 

'expending our time and energy. But that can't be done, 
human nature being what it is—and the only remaining 
course is to run everything to the ground. 

Meanwhile, the Camden authofities were checking up like 
lightning on the missing man's activi- 
ties prior to his disappearance, Every 
woman whose name had been mentioned 
in either the letters or the address book 
in the locker was interviewed, Some of 
the women were married, while others 
were flappers. Make no mistake about 
it—Paul certainly had been a Jekyll 
and Hyde! All of the women, under 
fire, admitted that they had , gone out 
on parties with him. Some of them had 
known the man for a long time; others 
were recent acquaintances. 


HE had told some of them that he 
was a banker; others had known 
him as a salesman. But none of the 
women seemed to possess criminal 
knowledge of the disappearance, and the police, for the life 
of them, couldn't locate the writer of the note which re- 
minded the bank runner of an appointment on October sth. 
All of Paul's relatives were grilled, and all were as greatly 
shocked as Mrs, Paul when they received first-hand informa- 
tion about the elderly messenger's many affaires d'amour. 
After a heart-breaking week, during which we questioned 
hundreds of persons, stopped suspicious-looking automobiles,. 
searched several deserted shacks in all parts of South Jersey 
and shadowed the missing man's friends and relatives, the 
whole crowd of us knew that we had run smack up against 
what we detectives call “a tough baby." Not a single clue 
had cropped up to give us the remotest idea as to what had 
become of Paul. | 
Doran went over every inch of the busy route Paul was to 
have taken from the First National Bank in Camden to the 
Girard Trust Company in Philadelphia. Employees at the 
ferry terminals on both sides of the Delaware, who were well 
acquainted with the bank runner, could not recall having 


The Acid Clue 


seen him on the afternoon of his disappearance. Employees 
of the subway line which Paul habitually used in Philadelphia 
could give no information of value. 

The police of several Eastern cities, believing that they had 
a line on Paul, communicated with Doran and Prosecutor 
Wolverton. But these leads, too, soon petered out. 


O^ October 16th—eleven days after Paul's sensational dis- 

appearance—the duck hunting season opened in New 
Jersey. This is always quite an event—one which is unfor- 
tunate for the ducks! 

Among the sportsmen who partook of before-dawn break- 
fasts that day, in order to steal the march on their fellow 
hunters, was a party of four: Washington Duncan, of Audu- 
bon; William and Charles Cutts, brothers, and C. B. Tustin, 
all of Tabernacle. 

At daybreak, this quartet merrily entered a stretch ot woods 
near Tabernacle, on the edge of New Jersey's great Pine Belt. 
The pine country, incidentally, is unbelievably wild, and 
hunters entering it must be exceedingly wary, else they run 
the risk of getting lost and starving to death before they can 
pick their way out 
of the vast labyrinth 
of tall, mocking trees 
which cover an area 
of hundreds of 
square miles. 

The early morning 
air was clear, crisp and 
bracing. 

“Well, fellows, we've 
gota fine day ahead of 
us!" exclaimed one of 
the Cutts brothers, as 
the four men hiked 
along Irick’s Cause- 
way, a narrow thor- 
oughfare leading into 
the heart of the pines. 

In the middle of the 
afternoon, the hunters 
called it a day, having 
bagged enough good- 
sized ducks for a king's 
feast. They were about 
two miles in the pines, 
but, being expert 
woodsmen, they knew 
the way out. Their 
route back was to be 
over the same road 
which they had trav- 
ersed in the morning. 
When they had cov- 
ered about a mile, one 
of the quartet noticed 


; ; found there! Incidentally, this 
reme, in all police chiefs in U. S. and Canada 
e narrow . out in such a hurry, that, by error, it 
*"That'sstrange!" he which in reality was $30,000.00 in 
remarked. ‘Wonder 


who'd drive a car in here? Must've had rough going!" 

The tire imprints were not fresh, and had undoubtedly 
been,there that morning, but had escaped notice owing to 
the dim light of the early hours. 

"Let's see where these tracks lead to," suggested Tustin. 

The hunters retraced their steps, and when they had gone 
a couple of hundred feet came to a spot where the automobile 
had apparently left the road. Foliage had been crushed and 
trampled to the ground. 

"Something queer here," remarked Tustin. 

Carefully looking over the surrounding ground, one of the 
quartet noticed a pile of fresh leaves, the arrangement of 
which appeared rather unnatural to the eyes of one who 
knows the woods. The men turned over the leaves curiously 
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—and found soft earth below, forming a slight mound. 

“Looks like something might be buried here!" said Duncan. 
A sudden shiver ran through the group, and they stared at 
one another, sensing some unknown horror. 

"Maybe it's a deer!" opined Tustin, trying to make his 
voice sound natural. 

The men then proceeded to remove the loose earth with 
their hands. When they had gone down into the ground about 
a foot, they came across a human body—the corpse of a man! 

Their fine hunting day brought to this tragic close, the four 
men debated what to do. Then, as the gruesome discovery 
was made in Burlington County, one of them ran to the near- 
est telephone and called me. 

"Come right away, Mr. Parker!" he said, designating a 


street corner in Tabernacle where I was to meet him. “We've 
just found a body in the pines!" J 
"All right!" I said. "I'll be there in a jiffy. Guard the 


body, and don't say anything about it. 
thing just as it is!" 

I had the Camden authorities notified before I left by auto 
for Tabernacle, which is twelve miles south of Mount Holly, 
my Headquarters. I 
was accompanied by 
Isaac Cliver, then cor- 
oner of Burlington 
County. 

I picked up one of 
the Cutts brothers in 
Tabernacle, and drove 
on in the direction of 
the pines, a short dis- 
tance away. On the 
way, Cutts told me of 
the automobile tracks 
along Irick’s Cause- 
way. Accordingly, I 
parked my car near 
the beginning of the 
narrow road and walk- 
ed to the spot where 
the body was found, 
so as not to obliterate 
the tire imprints. 
There were two sets 
of automobile tracks, 
I noticed—one set had 
been made by a small 
car, while the other- 
was that of a car with 
large tires. It was 
difficult to tell just 
when they had been 
made. 


And leave every- 


NE look at the 

body convinced 
me that it had not 
been in its crude grave 
for more than two or 
three days. I brushed 
the dirt and hardened blood from the face, and imme- 
diately recognized it as that of David Paul! 

I removed it from its burial place and continued to dig down 
into the hole. Finally, I came across a jacket, which was 
soaked with water. This struck me as being odd, for the 
earth itself was quite dry. In the jacket pocket I found an 
envelop, containing a number of canceled checks, addressed 
to the Girard Trust Company in Philadelphia. There was 
nothing else in the dead man's clothing. The cuff links in the 
shirt bore the initial “P.” There was not a doubt in my mind 
that the body was that of the missing bank runner. 

When the coroner examined the body, he found that the 
head had been horribly beaten in, probably with a blunt in- 
Strument. The man had also (Continued on page 65) 


understated the amount missing— 
checks and $40,000.00 in cash! 


WHAT Becomes of the 


‘Captain Ayres, nationall: 
on the question: “Why 


known authority 


o they disappear?" 


ú ILOT of the Port of Missing Men,” and “Shepherd. of 
pss That Have Strayed from the Fold" are only 
two of the many descriptive titles which have been 
conferred on Captain John’ H. Ayres, Chief of the 
Bureau of Missing Persons of New York Police Headquarters. 
Because of his extraordinary success in accounting for an 
average of ninety-eight per cent of all disappearances reported 
to his Department, the Captain has become a nationally 
known authority on the question of why persons leave home. 
When it is taken into consideration that these reported dis- 
appearances number more than 3,000 annually, the magnitude 
of this accomplishment is appreciated. 

Tall, erect, spare, keen-eyed, with a rapier-sharp wit and an 
uncanny insight into human nature, Captain Ayresis swamped 
with requests to lecture before distingüished audiences and 
is famed as an after-dinner speaker and toastmaster. 

Educated at Hamilton, he was one of the first college men 
to choose a career in a police department. Very frankly he 
admits that he distinguished himself more on the athletic 
field than in his academic courses, and just because he still 
remembers gleefully the mischievous pranks of these youthful 
days, heisable to sympathize with the restless, adventuresome 
youngsters who find home restraint irksome and seek escape 
from its influence. 

The reports compiled by the men in the Missing Persons 
Bureau would supply a fiction writer with enough material 
to keep the fount of his imagination continually bubbling 
over. In fact, it is no uncommon thing for an author in 
search of an elusive character or plot to call on Captain Ayres 
for assistance. 

Real life dramas are being constantly enacted in the suite of 
two large offices at the end of a hall on the first floor of Police 
Headquarters, where mothers in search of wandering daugh- 
ters, fathers in pursuit of wayward sons and husbands seeking 
runaway wives keep his staff of trained investigators busy 
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More than three thousand 
persons "disappear" every 
year in New York City. 
What becomes of them? 
Here for the first time the 
whole truth is disclosed 


By Captain JOHN H. AYRES 


Commander of New York Police 
Headquarters Bureau of 
Missing Persons 


As told to DAVID LINDSAY 


day and night with the never-ending accounts of their 
troubles and difficulties. 


"LIKE all other bureaus in the New York Police Depart- 

ment, this one was organized to protect the taxpayer. 
Our main object is to find missing’persons who might become 
public charges," Captain Ayres said in starting out to tell the 
readers of TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES, through the medium 
of an interview, just how his department was run, and to give 
them a few illustrative episodes taken from his files. 

Very dry and matter-of-fact, indeed, he was at this stage of 
the interview. 

"We don't touch domestic cases. Interpreted from a police 
standpoint, the husband who leaves his wife because she has 
become a 'firecracker,' and has developed a habit of throwing 
the flatiron at him when he visits his lodge or plays poker too 
frequently, or because he has gotten sick of her delicatessen 
suppers, and slipshod housekeeping, is privileged to clear out 
whenever he desires to quit! All normal adults are free agents. 
If they want to drop out of sight, no one can stop them," he 
continued, with the well-known Ayres sardonic twist, and a 
twinkle in his eye. ''A husband has only a civil and moral 
obligation to support his wife and, consequently, it is none of 
the Police Department's business, primarily, if he fails in that 
obligation. 

“The deserted wife must work from a different angle if 
she wishes to make an attempt to bring back her straying 
husband. She may apply to the Court of Domestic Rela- 
tions. The Charities Department will then deliberate on the 
case; should they opine that the complainant is likely to be- 
come a public charge, those officials pronounce judgment that 
the husband must contribute to his wife’s support, and apply 
for a warrant for his arrest. The wife is a mere incident and is 
used as a witness for the Charities in their case. 

“The wife who decides to quit because she finds her hus- 
band is not supporting her in the manner to which she expected 
to become accustomed, or who gets ‘fed up’ on his grouchiness, 
isa free agent to the limit. Noactionatall will be taken in her 
case. 

“When a husband or wife disappears suddenly for no ap- 
parent reason, that puts another face on the affair. 

"A husband, for example, kisses his wife good-by in the 
morning, but at night he fails to return home. An investiga- 
tion discloses that he has not taken with him his toilet articles, 


Girls Who DISAPPEAR? 


his pet razor, his boiled shirts, nor his best suit. 
plainant tells the police that outside of the occasional spats 
that occur in the best regulated marriages, all seemed happy 
and harmonious in their matrimonial partnership. Then we 
assume that the man may have met with an accident, or 
suffered a stroke of mental derangement. This brings the 
disappearance within our province. 

“Or, similarly, if a wife who has seemed to be perfectly 
happy and contented, suddenly disappears, leaving no evi- 
dence of preparation behind her departure, that also is a case 
for our Department. 


"LAST summer, for example, a very much agitated young 
man came into this office and stated that his wife had 
disappeared from the hotel where they were honeymooning. 
She was, he told me, a sweet, unsophisticated small-town girl, 
whose sole ambition was to be a perfect wife and mother. 
In the eyes of the husband, his bride was all that was fascina- 
tingly demure and lovely, and he was sure that the girl had 
been kidnaped, or that some terrible fate had overtaken her. 
"He was a mighty bright young business man, but I 
gathered, from his answers to my questions, that he had been 
keeping his nose so close to the grindstone he had had little 
time or opportunity to become acquainted with the subtle 
tacticsemployed by women. 
This little country girl, 
who seemed so pliant and 
so deferential toward: his 
superior knowledge of the 
world and its ways, had 
been simply wrapping him 
around her little finger. 
"I won't go into her 
technique here. Every 
woman knows it and few 
men would understand it, 
though most of the latter 
have experienced its coun- 
terpart. Briefly put, she 
had the poor fellow .so 
hypnotized that he be- 
lieved they were sailing 
under his directions, while 
they were actually sailing 
under hers. 

“The only difference of 
opinion they had had, he 
said, was that she believed 
he would make more rapid 
advancement in his firm's 
headquarters in New York 
City. At the time of their 
marriage he was manager 
of the branch office in her 
home town. It was as 
plain as the nose on his 
face, however, that this 
was merely the only opin- 
ion which he had failed to 
change at her autosugges- 
tion. That girl had cer- 
tainly sold herself very 
cleverly to the wise fellow 
from the big city, as a pearl 
of great price. Only for a 
few hours had he left her 
unguarded, and on that 
occasion he had been 
obliged to pay a visit to his 


The com- . 


One of those who disappeared from home mysteriously 
was Grisline Reese, shown above. Another was Louise 
mom whose photograph is at the lower left 


employers' office. He had been gone from ten-thirty until 
three o'clock, but before leaving the hotel he had slipped the 
house detective a ten-dollar bill to keep his eye on the young 
woman when she descended for luncheon, in case any prowling 
libertine should have the boldness to annoy her! 

“When I asked him if his bride had any girl friends in New 
York, he somewhat hesitatingly informed me that the only 
one he could think of was a hostess in a night club—and she 
wasn't exactly an intimate chum of his wife's; on the contrary, 
according to his story, they were not even friendly. A little 
close questioning brought out the fact that at one time, how- 
ever, he and the dancer had been quite ‘pally’—but that was 
before she introduced him to his precious Alice. 


"I REASSURED the distracted bridegroom as best I could 

and got rid of him, though he was rather skeptical when I 
explained that the abduction of reputable girls, who have 
been brought up in respectable homes, is practically unknown, 
and that in my ten years' experience I had not come across a 
single case." 

Captain Ayres went on to explain how he set his machinery 
to working on this case. Developments equaled in intrigue 
the most acceptable situations sought by writers of “frisky” 
stories. 

The detective assigned to the.case sought out the cabaret 
entertainer mentioned by the bridegroom. She considerably 
modified the description of the charms of the missing bride, 
but professed to have no knowledge of her whereabouts. 

Though this young bridegroom (Continued on page 72) 
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On the TRAI 


A pal of the underworld 
“squealed.” “Get Knapp!" 
came the peremptory police 
order. Detective Lieuten- 
ants Hull and Gerhardt 
jumped on the criminal’s 
frail—and the man-hunt 
was on! 


wake that Betty Haldane, pretty comedienne of the 

Hollywood Showhouse, Los Angeles, left the theater at 

eleven P. M. on April 16th, 1927, and started homeward 
in her little roadster. A huge bunch of lilies of the valley—a 
tribute from one of her many admirers—lay on the seat be- 
side her. 

It was a short distance to the small bungalow where she 
lived alone. The roadster, under her skilled guidance, glided 
smoothly up the graveled driveway into the garage, the door 
of which she had left open. She shut off the engine, sprang 
lightly to the ground, drew the silken folds of her coat together 
and picked up the cluster of lilies. 

As she turned toward the door, humming a gay little song, 
the tall figure of a man barred her way. 

Her startled cry choked in her throat as the intruder 
thrust a gun against her heart. 

“Keep quiet!" he admonished in low tones. ‘Don’t scream, 
or I'll Rill youl” A vicious jab of steel, icy cold against her 
shrinking flesh, through the thin fabric of her frock, was 
eloquent enough. 

Pale as death, teeth chattering with fear, the girl staggered 
back, half fainting, against the garage wall. After a moment 
of horrible silence, the man pulled the lilies from her numbed 
fingers, threw them on the floor and jerked her hand up for 
closer inspection. She heard his sharp intake of breath as he 
saw—and appraised—even in that dim light, the one ring 
that adorned her hand: a glorious cabochon emerald, sur- 
rounded by blue-white diamonds. 

"Take it off" he ordered, dropping her hand. Looking 
about wildly for means of escape, for help, the terrified girl 
scarcely heard him. 

"Damn you! Are you deaf?" he snarled. 
ring, or I'll——" 

Her senses now fully alert to his menace, she twisted off the 
ring with twitching fingers, thrust it into his hand, and made 
a convulsive effort to push past him. 

"Not so fast, cutie," 
gun—into his pocket. 

She misunderstood. A beaded bag hung over her arm by a 
chain. She hastily slipped it off and tried to force it into his 
hands. He tossed it aside with a laugh. 

One look into the leering face thrust close to her own was 
sufficient to make his intention clear. Her scream was 
promptly smothered in the folds of her assailant’s coat . 
and then, despite her frantic struggles and her pitiful plead- 
ings, this man—if one may so characterize such a monster in 
human guise—perpetrated a crime too brutal for detailed 
description even on a police report. . . 


44 


[: was with no presentiment of tragedy stalking in her 


“Take off that 


he said, slipping the ring—and his 


Paul E. Knapp. He committed some of the most vicious 
crimes against women ever recorded in police 


A few moments later he left the garage and disappeared in 
the shrubbery. 

Betty Haldane, innocent victim of his unparalleled bru- 
tality, lay unconscious on the floor of the garage, amid her 
soiled and trampled lilies. . 


ON April 1st, 1927—sixteen days prior to the events just 

described—Acting Chief of Detectives E. R. Cato of the 
Los Angeles Police Department had received a communica- 
tion from the Chief of Police of Seattle, Washington, asking 
the co-operation of the Los Angeles police in apprehending 
one Paul E. Knapp, wanted in that city for bond jumping; 
also badly wanted in Portland, Oregon, on a Mann Act 
charge, and for impersonating a Federal officer. 

This assignment was given to me and my partner, Detec- 
tive Lieutenant Harry P. Gerhardt, in view of the fact that I 
was already well-informed regarding Knapp and his associates, 
thanks to a certain young man whose destitute family I had 
befriended while he was under arrest for Suspicion of Rob- 
bery. This man, out of gratitude, gave me information which 
later proved of incalculable value, though well aware that, if 
it were ever known that he had ''squealed," his life would be 
speedily forfeited. For that reason he shall be nameless here. 

He posted me regarding a particularly notorious band of 
criminals who had made Seattle their headquarters from 1918 
until1925. The leader of this mob was one Samuel G. Linton, 
nicknamed “Peanuts,” known for years as the “Mayor” of 
Seattle's underworld. Paul' Knapp, renegade policeman dis- 
missed from the Seattle force for accepting bribes, was the 


of the “FOX” 


By Detective Lieutenant EARL M. HULL 


Los Angeles Police Department 
As told to DOLORES L. MICHEL 


boldest and the most enterprising of Linton's lieutenants. 

The Linton Gang was responsible for most of the bank and 
pay-roll robberies committed in Seattle during the period 
above mentioned. However, its activities were not confined 
to that city, but extended up and down the Pacific Coast. 
Members of the mob worked in pairs. Occasionally, for rea- 
sons of expediency, partners would be interchanged. 

A big robbery would be “‘spotted” in San Francisco or Los 
Angeles by one of the crooks, who would communicate his 
findings to “headquarters” in Seattle. The “Mayor” then 
selected two men and dispatched them to pull the job—with 
instructions to leave the city immediately thereafter. This 
method of operation made identification of any member of 
the Linton Gang, on any robbery, exceedingly difficult. 

For a long period, harassed police departments were balked 
and baffled in their efforts to track down and break up the 
Gang, while the Department of Justice spent thousands of 
dollars in vain endeavors to catch and hold these wily and 
agile foxes of the 
underworld, who 
always managed 
to run at least one 
lap ahead of the 
houndsof theLaw. 


proved very convenient for us! Staked in a barn across the 
alley, Gerhardt and I were able to keep the apartment under 
observation for days, unknown to the occupants. 

On the night of April 16th, Lieutenant Gerhardt and I ob- 
served Linton in the apartment alone, drinking heavily, until 
alate hour. About eleven-thirty, Knapp drove up in Linton's 
car, went inside and remained. Linton emerged shortly after- 
ward and drove away in his own automobile. As soon as 
expedient, we followed in a police car. By the time we over- 
took Linton, a few minutes later, he had a woman passenger 
in his machine. i 


WE trailed the pair to Second and Figueroa Streets, where 

* the woman got out of the car and crossed the street. We 
stopped a few yards behind Linton and left our machine. Be- 
fore he could start his engine, we stepped up with drawn guns 
and informed him that he was under arrest. 

He hiccoughed drunkenly, and pretended to lurch forward 
over the wheel, 
his right hand 
fumbling around 
the floor of the 
car. We instant- 
ly assumed that 


a 
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"Mayor" himself, 

early in 1927, finding Seattle becoming uncomfortably hot, 
was forced to shift his field of operations to Southern Califor- 
nia, For some time we had known he was in Los Angeles. 


HERE he soon fell under suspicion in connection with sun- 

dry robberies. In fact, when we received official orders 
to arrest Knapp for Seattle, I had already had him, together 
with Linton and one Joseph Westerman, under surveillance 
for two weeks, awaiting a chance to apprehend each of them 
alone, without the fact being known to his associates. 

We had located Knapp living with his mother, a one-time 
notorious police character whom I will call “Mother Merrill," 
at the Bostwick Arms apartments, in the Wilshire District. 
They occupied a ground-floor rear apartment opening upon 
an alley—very convenient for the erratic comings and goings 
of Paul and his friends. The arrangement, however, also 


prisoner to Head- 
quarters, and turned him over to the night commander of the 
Robbery Squad for booking. We then drove at high speed to 
the Bostwick Arms to arrest Knapp, rightly surmising that 
Linton's woman companion had observed his arrest, and had 
tipped Knapp off. 

Leaving our car in the street, we walked into the alley. I 
saw the curtain move as we approached Mother Merrill's 
apartment, and assumed that our quarry was on the look-out. 
I moved on. When the curtain fell into place, I doubled back 
and concealed myself in the shadows on the opposite end of 
the alley, about forty feet from the door of Knapp's apart- 
ment. Here I waited with gun drawn, to head him off, 
should he come out and walk east. 

Lieutenant Gerhardt, gun in hand, stationed himself in 
the shadow of the barn, almost opposite the door, to stop 
Knapp if he headed elsewhere. He was between the barn 
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and a garage that formed one of the walls at the west en- 
trance of the alley. 

A tense five minutes passed. Then the door quietly 
opened, and Knapp stepped out. He walked straight toward 
me. When he was within twenty feet, I disclosed myself and 
ordered him bruskly to put up his hands, at the same time 
announcing that I was a police officer. 

Instead of obeying, he jerked a revolver from his clothing. 
Before he could aim, I fired one shot. The gun fell from his 
hand and he stumbled to his knees. 

“Boys, you've got me!" he groaned, as Gerhardt and | ran to 
his side. 

However, he was not seriously wounded. We carried him 
in our car to the hospital, where it was found that my bullet 
had taken effect in his left shoulder, drilling a hole through 
the arm socket. 

Incidentally, the 
gun he had drawn 
with the intention of 
shooting me proved 
to be a forty-five cali- 
ber Smith & Wesson, 
with numbers filed 
off—and loaded with 
dumdum bullets! 


ARLY next morn- 

ing, I went to see 
Knappatthehospital. 
I found him in good 
spirits, and eager to 
speak to me in strict 
confidence. Given 
that opportunity, he 
begged me not to 
make any investiga- 
tion into his activities 
in Los Angeles and, 
instead, to turn him 
over to the Federal 
authorities to answer 
to charges in Port- 
land, Oregon. For 
this consideration, he offered me money and diamonds to the 
value of $3,000.00. 

Suspecting, from this, that Paul had been recently engaged 
in some peculiarly deep-dyed villainy, I refused to discuss his 
proposition, and hurried back to Headquarters. Awaiting 
me there I found Mother Merrill, decorously dressed in black, 
and with her usually hostile manner toward police officers 
greatly subdued. 

She attempted to intercede for her son, offering practically 
the same bribe that he had attempted to win me with. I re- 
fused to discuss the situation from that angle, but hinted that 
Paul would be shown all consideration that the Law allowed, 
if she would.give the Department full information regarding 
his associates and their activities. 

Leaving Mother Merrill to think the matter over, Lieuten- 
ant Gerhardt and I repaired to the Record Bureau with a 
view to connecting her precious son, if possible, with recently 
perpetrated robberies. We found the ink hardly dry on the 
report of an assault and hold-up that we connected instantly 
with one of our prisoners. 

Our clue was the emerald-and-diamond ring found in 
possession of "Peanuts" Linton at the time of his arrest the 
night before. It answered the description of the jewel re- 
ported by the actress Miss Betty Haldane (I am withholding 
her real name), as having been taken that same night by the 
man who had robbed and assaulted her. 

We knew that Linton had spent the entire evening in 
Knapp's apartment, leaving a few minutes after the latter's 
arrival. It was clearly evident that Knapp, in that brief in- 
terval, had turned the stolen ring over to his friend for con- 
cealment or disposal. 


Van O. (“Curly”) Hoover, alias 
i , the man who sent 

the “Pop” telegram to Mother 
Merrill from El Paso 
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Officer Gerhardt and I proceeded at once to the home of 
Miss Haldane, whom we found in a state of collapse after her 
terrible experience. At first glimpse of a picture of Paul 
Knapp, she fell back among her pillows with a smothered 
shriek. A few moments later, recovering from her agitation, 
she positively identified Knapp as her assailant, and the ring 
as the one he had taken from her. 

A further check of hold-up reports revealed no fewer than 
three more robbery-assaults upon lone women, in garages, 
since the first of the year. We at once called upon these vic- 
tims, and all promptly identified the picture of Knapp as 
that of their assailant. 

From one young woman he had taken a diamond ring 
valued at $1,400.00. From another he obtained only a purse 
containing three dollars. On two occasions his conduct had 
been brutal in the extreme. On the other, his manner had 
been smooth,, his conversation chatty. He told the fair owner 
of the diamond ring a tale of having been out of Folsom Peni- 
tentiary only five days; he swore that he was desperate and 
driven by hunger to his present course of action. 

She pleaded to be allowed to keep the ring, an engagement 
token, whereupon he declared his intention to pawn it for 
twenty-five dollars and send her the ticket by messenger at 
seven o’clock next morning—a noble promise that, as might 
easily be surmised, he didn’t keep! 

We prepared to await the day when our prisoner should be 
sufficiently recovered to stand in a show-up, for personal 
identification by his four victims. 

Apprised of the result of our investigation, and informed of 
the various charges that would be filed against him, Knapp 
again sought to bribe us to deliver him over to the United 
States Marshal, rather than stand trial in Los Angeles—a 
suggestion which, of course, received no consideration! 

Mother Merrill also sought us out again. On this occasion 
she had fortified herself with copigus potations of brandy. 
Once started, she proceeded to máke startling disclosures in 
the pitiful hope of gaining leniency for her fiendish son. 

It was Mother Merrill who gave me the names of the ten 
bandits comprising the Linton mob—names which I set down 
in what Paul Knapp came to call the "Little Black Book," 
which I always carried in my pocket. Some of these crooks I 
already knew by name and reputation. 

Mother Merrill informed us that Linton and Knapp had 
planned a big hold-up for the following Monday. These 
desperadoes and their aides had obtained all data regarding 
the heavy Saturday and Sunday gate receipts at the Wrigley 
Ball Field—usually running between seventeen and eighteen 
thousand dollars. The money was always transported from 
the safe in the office on the ball grounds to the bank, at ten 
A. M. on Monday. 


HESE crooks had familiari »d themselves with the ap- 

pearance of the money-car, the guard, escort and route to 
be followed. Only the arrest of the bandit pair on the 16th 
prevented what would have probably been the successful 
execution of a well-laid plan! 

Mother Merrill also stated—and we at once confirmed the 
information—that the stage was all set for the robbery of the 
Bank of Montrose, a small town about thirty-five miles from 
Los Angeles. There was usually about $8,000.00 in currencv 
in this institution. Members of the Gang had gained access 
to a vacant building adjoining the bank and had bored 
through the walls in such manner that, at the last moment, a 
quick displacement of laths and plaster would let the bandits 
into the bank, behind the vault. 

Linton was to select two of his henchmen to enter the bank 
in the early morning hours, conceal themselves until the em- 
ployees appeared to open the vault, hold them up at the point 
of guns and force them to turn over the contents of the vault, 
This charming plot was also nipped in the bud by “Peanuts’ ” 
bad luck! 

It appeared that tentative plans had also been laid to stick 
up the armored car in which heavy deposits of receipts from 
concessions at Venice and Ocean Park (near-by resorts). were 
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carried each Monday from the beach branches to the main 
banks in Los Angeles. Several months later a bank messenger 
was held up at Venice and relieved of $15,000.00 by men not 
yet apprehended or identified, but believed to be crooks who 
received their original inspiration from some member of the 
Linton Gang. 

It also developed that one Van (“Curly”) Hoover, for 
whom we held a felony warrant charging robbery, was a mem- 
ber in good standing, of this outfit. Mother Merrill, sighing 
profoundly, fished into the depths of her bag and produced a 
crumpled telegram sent to herself from El Paso, Texas. This 
communication read simply: ‘‘Tell Pop to come down. Job’s 
ready." The wire was signed “Hemingway.” 

"Hemingway," we were told, was none other than Curly 
Hoover. ''Pop" referred to Paul Knapp. The innocent- 
sounding message was intended to convey information to the 
effect that plans for a bank robbery had been laid, and Paul's 
co-operation was invited. 

We wired the El Paso Police Department to arrest Hoover, 
alias Hemingway. He was apprehended in that city a few 
weeks later, and I returned him to Los Angeles for trial. 
Events arising from this circumstance had an important 
bearing upon the destiny of Paul Knapp. But for the arrest 
of Hoover, through Mother Merrill's information, Knapp 
might be at liberty to-day! 


ONE day during the last week in April, we conducted Miss 

Haldane to the Shadow Box, that grim “little theater" 
where the actors—prisoners charged with every form of vice 
and crime—are lined up, six at a time, behind a fine screen, in 
a merciless glare of light, in order that their names and faces 
may be indelibly impressed upon the minds of their audience— 
the officers quietly assembled in the darkened pit. A photo- 
graph and description of this remarkable police "line-up" de- 
vice were given in last December's TRUE DETECTIVE Mys- 
TERIES, by Lieutenant J. Roy Harlacher of the Los Angeles 
Police Department. 

As six men were led out on the stage, Miss Haldane sud- 
denly grasped my arm and clung to me, trembling. With one 
shaking finger she pointed to Paul Knapp, who stood non- 
chalantly in the midst of the group, a look of good-humored 
boredom on his face. 

"That is the man!" she whispered faintly. 

“You are positive? Are you willing to swear to his identity 
on the witness-stand?” 

"Yes, I am positive!” she declared, and we led her, still 
shuddering, from the room. 

The same brief but decisive scene was staged on three suc- 
cessive occasions. The other three victims unhesitatingly 
picked Paul Knapp from the human exhibit before them. 

As a result of these identifications, Knapp was held to 
answer to the Superior Court on fourteen felony counts, in- 
cluding Robbery, Burglary, Rape, Attempted Rape, Assault 
with a Deadly Weapon, and Violation of Section 288-A of the 
California Penal Code (Degenerate Assault). In this in- 
stance, the act of entering a garage for the purpose of 
committing a crime, in itself constituted Burglary. 

Knapp’s trial was set for July 22nd, 1927. 

During the following weeks, I held many long conversa- 
tions with Knapp, in the County Jail, and made an intensive 
study of his personality. 

In appearance, he was a splendidly developed physical 
specimen; about six feet tall, weighing slightly more than 200 
pourids, and exceedingly well-proportioned. His hair, eyes 
and complexion were very dark. He dressed well, and in good 
taste. 

His mind was keen above the average. Like almost all 
habitual or instinctive criminals, this specious rogue felt no 
shame, regret or remorse for his crimes. At no time did I find 
him depressed or embittered, although he did beguile time by 
figuring the years he would serve on this, that or the other 
count, if convicted. 

Several times he remarked, with entire good-humor, ‘‘Well, 
Hull, I guess I'm gone, from now on!" 
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It later developed that this remark was made in anything 
but good faith: Paul Knapp had no intention of paying the 
penalty for his misdeeds if he—and his wife and mother— 
could help it. 

He talked to me freely and at length—regarding all matters 
on which he believed I was already posted—but maintaining 
a bland reticence concerning certain jobs about which we 
were confident he had knowledge, without being able to prove 
it. 

His outstanding characteristics, in his dealings with men, 
were a bluff, hearty manner, a good-humored persistence that 
no snubs or rebuffs could wear down, and a singularly persua- 
sive tongue. He joked and boasted of having talked his way 
out of more than one difficult situation (meaning. jail sen- 
tence), and there are many who, having heard Paul at his 
best, believe him quite capable of talking his way out of any 
penitentiary! 

He claimed Chicago as his birthplace. His own explana- 
tion as to how he took to a life of crime after coming to the 
Pacific Coast was substantially as follows: 

While an officer on the Seattle force, he had refused a fifty- 
dollar bribe to release a prisoner. His superiors—to let Paul 
tell it—instead of commending his honesty and integrity, 
reprimanded him severely for not having shown his captive 
due courtesy and consideration! As a punitive measure, they 
shifted him about from one undesirable beat to another until, 
disillusioned and disgusted at last, he alined himself with the 
forces of the underworld! 

This sad story of virtue not only unrewarded, but actually 
punished, had no basis of truth. Even while wearing the 
badge and uniform, Knapp had been working hand and glove 
with “Peanuts” and his mob! 

His affiliation with the police department finally terminated 
when he was arrested 
and convicted on a 
Mann Act charge, in 
— "^ connection with a 
young woman whom 
he subsequently mar- 
ried, after serving 
eighteen months at 
McNeill's Island for 
this offense. . 

Knapp returned to 
Seattle following his 
release from the Fed- 
eral prison, and re- 
newed his connection 
with Linton, with the 
avowed. intention of 
going in for "bigger 
and better stuff." He 
stated that at one 
time he had $55,000.00 
accumulated from his 
split on sundry rob- 
beries and hi-jacking 
jobs. With a view to 
going into the rum- 
running business on a 
large scale, he invested his entire capital in a costly boat for 
that purpose. It was an ill-omened venture: within a week 
the craft fell into the clutches of the Federal authorities, and 
the investment turned out a total loss. 


ON July 18th, four days before the date set for Knapp's 

trial, a bombshell exploded at Headquarters, in the form 
of a message from the County Jail to the effect that the prisoner 
had escaped! 

It developed that Knapp had convinced the Chief Jailer 
that it was necessary to have certain work done on his teeth 
at once, and received permission to go to a dentist, chap- 
eroned by two deputy sheriffs. 


Once outside of the jail, Paul’s (Continued on page 81) 


"Silk Hat" BRILL— 
the Fake Inspector 


This crook was clever—he had to be to pull the “fast 
ones" he put over on Uncle Sam's Post-Office De- 
partment! But—when U. S. Post-Office Inspectors 
took up his trail, * Silk Hat" Brill was in for it! 


By LAWRENCE LETHERMAN 


[The real identities of persons involved, except the inspectors who worked on this case, have been covered up.] 


a slick looking man, a shade under forty, alighted from 

a train at Morton Heights, Connecticut, and walked 

briskly to the town's lone post-office. Presenting 

- himself at the general-delivery window, the stranger asked to 

see the postmaster. There was an air about the man which 

kept people at arm's length. His manner was polite but curt, 

and the silk hat and chinchilla overcoat which he wore gave 
him the appearance of being a person of some importance. 

In a few minutes, the stranger was ushered into the private 
office of the postmaster. The latter, well along in years, in- 
quired as to the nature of the caller's business, whereupon he 
was handed a letter written on the stationery of the General 
Superintendent of the Money Order division of the Post- 
Office Department in Washington. It read as follows: 


The bearer of this letter, Mr. John Brill, is an ins 
of this Department and travels by my direction. He will 
be obeyed and respected by all postmasters and other 
—€— of the Post-Office Department. 

is to examine the money order branch of your post- 

office to determine whether the business done there war- 
rants further continuation of the money order service. 
If, in his opinion, it does not, he discontinue the 
service, e up all the blanks, money order rubber 
stamps, and such cash as D: be on hand at time, 
receiptin o ord you for poe beer in duplicate. 

You will retain one receipt, forwarding the other at 
the end of the month with your monthly statement of 
money order business to the Department. 


Q: a quiet afternoon in early January, several years ago, 


The name of the General Superintendent of the Money 
Order division was affixed to the epistle. 

Mr. Brill's fingers beat a nervous tattoo on the postmaster's 
desk while the old gentleman, by his very nature an easy 
mark for sharpers, read the letter. When He had finished, he 
looked up at the stranger and said: 

"Very well, Mr. Brill. Come with me to the money order 


window. I suppose you wish to begin your examination at 
once?” 
“Precisely.” 


Had the postmaster been well versed in his duties, he would 
have realized that Brill had not presented the proper creden- 
tials, and would have insisted upon seeing a numbered com- 
mission in pocketbook form, bearing the seal of the Post- 
Office Department and the signature of the Postmaster 
General. 

Brill's examination was short and snappy. Upon its com- 
pletion, he announced in a tone of authority that the volume 
of business done did not warrant a continuation of a money 
order service in Morton Heights, and that he was therefore 
discontinuing the service in question. He would, therefore, 
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take up all cash, blank money order forms, stamps, etc., and 
advise Washington of such action. 

There was about $600.00 iņ cash, and a small stack of 
money order blanks. Mr. Brill carefully put the blanks and 
the money in his pocket, gathered up several rubber stamps, 
advice letters, et cetera, gave the old postrhaster a receipt for 
everything, and bade a cheery '*Good day!" 

Brill caught a train to New York less than an hour after he 
had landed in the little Connecticut town. He smiled to him- 
self; he had pulled a fast one. At Grand Central Station, 
New York, he was met by a confederate, Teddy Vale. 

“How'd you make out?" asked Vale. 

“Splendid!” replied Brill. 

The two crooks then took a taxi to Brill's home in upper 
Manhattan and, after all'doors were locked and shades drawn: 
proceeded to divide the money which had been taken from the 
post-office. The money order blanks were then counted. 
They numbered sixty-six. 


E'LL fill each of them out for the maximum amount— 

one hundred dollars," suggested Vale. '"That'll give us 
a grand total of sixty-six hundred dollars, or thirty-three 
hundred'bucks apiece. How's that?"' 

“Great!” said Brill. 

The blanks were then filled out and stamped in the ap- 
proved fashion, the orders being drawn on a total of twenty- 
two post-offices situated in various cities and towns in In- 
diana and Illinois. Brill then forged the signature of the 
Morton Heights postmaster to each blank, and placed three 
orders in each of twenty-two envelops. The orders were 
drawn to “William J. Caldwell," care of General Delivery, in 
eleven towns and cities in Indiana and Illinois, and to “John 
Phelan," care of General Delivery in eleven other places in 
the same States. 

Accompanying the money orders were stolen advice letters 
from the Morton Heights postmaster, which instructed the 
postmasters of the various cities picked out by Brill and Vale 
to pay the money orders on demand. Brill, well acquainted 
with postal routine, had written across each of the orders 
these words: “Identification of payee waived by the post- 
master at the office of issue," and then signed the postmaster's 
name. 

All of the letters were then sealed and stampea with a 
Morton Heights postmark. 

The next step was smuggling the letters into the mails, so 
that they would not bear two postmarks and thus arouse 
suspicion. But for Brill, that little task was easy. 

He proceeded to a post-office substation near One Hundred 
and ——th Street, where he was (Continued on page 83) 


The M ysterious MURDER 
of Mrs. HASKELL M 


“Acute indigestion!” said the Doctor 
who saw Mrs. Haskell die. “She 
was beaten to death!" said the 
County Attorney. Yet — there 
wasn't a bruise on her body! 
How was this baffling 
mystery to be solved? 


By Attorney 
“JOHN F. CLIETT” 


As told to 
JEAN LE FAVRE 


[NOTE: Some of the actual names 
in this true story of a famous case 
have been changed for protection 
of those concerned) 


MRS. GEORGE HASKELL DIES TUESDAY EVENING, 


ROXBURY, TEXAS, June 13—Friends and relatives 
Haskell 


of Mrs. George will be grieved to learn that 


she passed away Tuesday evening at 7 o’clock at her 

home on Walnut Street, after a short illness. Funeral 

exten “Wall n ate: ae; Cae TURNO et Soe NE 
ternoon. 


ing paper. It gave me a thought—and the more I pon- 

dered on it, the more interested I became. At that moment, 

of course, I did not anticipate what my curiosity as to 
Mrs. Haskell’s death was finally to lead to—certainly, I had 
no idea that out of it would develop a case which was to be- 
come notorious throughout Texas, and one angle of which 
was finally to reach the Governor’s chair. 

To place more clearly in the reader's mind how this all came 
about, I will explain that I was the Prosecuting Attorney for 
Hill County, Texas, and resided at Hillsboro, the county seat, 
which was twelve miles from Roxbury. In the spring session 
of Court, in 1911; I had prosecuted the case of George Haskell, 
Mrs. Haskell's husband, who was being tried for forgery. 
And I had obtained his conviction. 

I now recalled it all, vividly. In my mind's eye I could see 
the crowded court-room on that sultry day. There was Has- 
kell, slumped in his chair in the attitude he held during most 
of the trial, staring absently out of the window over the heads 
of the jurymen. He was a large man, more than six feet tall, 
and intellectually I knew him to be both clever and cunning. 

Witnesses had been called one after the other to identify 
Haskell, and to add other links to the already convincing 
chain of evidence which I was tightening around him. Mrs. 
Haskell glared furiously at me as I rose to sum up the evi- 
dence. Her large, gray eyes seemed to be on fire with hate, 
and I could sense the intensity of her emotion. 


| HAD found this brief notice in a remote corner of the even- 


Her large 
gray eyes 
seemed to be 
on fire with 
hate, and I 
could sense 
the intensity 
of her emo- 
tion 


Then, I had noticed her turn to George. All of the love of 
which a woman is capable was in the message of hope and 
faith which she.silently sent him. Haskell glanced at her 
briefly and answered with a surly scowl. At the Court recess 
which was called at the close of my speech, he absolutely 
ignored her, and she followed him silently out of the room. 

During the cross-questioning of the character witnesses in 
this forgery case, it had been proved that Haskell drank a 
great deal and had been implicated in several dubious business 
operations. 


L^TER in the day, as all of this passed through my mind 

following my reading of the newspaper item, I felt a grow- 
ing uneasiness about the death of the woman. I became 
possessed with a feeling that there had been foul play. The 
idea obsessed me, and during the night I awoke and started 
thinking about it. 

I went to my office the next morning and tried to dismiss 
this thought, and occupy my mind with several other matters 
that were soon coming before the Court. I found it was im- 
possible to do so. 

Reflecting upon Haskell, who was now out of the peniten- 
tiary, and his treatment of his wife in public, I could not but 
be curious as to their private life. Could he in some way have 
gotten rid of her? 'The more I thought of it, the more suspicious 
I became. 
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Realizing that if I were to attempt to go into the matter, I 
must proceed with the utmost care without arousing the sus- 
picion of any of the citizens of Roxbury, or of Haskell, him- 
self, I began to plan. 

My first move was to phone Sam Martin, the Justice of the 
Peace at Roxbury, and for many years a close friend of mine, 
in an endeavor to gain more information about the affair. 

Sam arrived in less than two hours. I explained to him that 
I had been worried over the death of Mrs. Haskell, and asked 
him to tell me about it. 

"My wife was over there the day she died," Sam told me, 
with a puzzled look. '"They had already had the doctor with 
her twice, then.” 

“Which one did Haskell call?” 

"Doctor Quickenstead."' 


THis was a surprise to me. In the first place I had figured 
that there might not have been a doctor in the case at all. 
In the second, Doctor Quickenstead was a most reputable and 
reliable practitioner and had been in Roxbury for twenty 
years. If there had been anything at all wrong, he would cer- 
tainly have discovered it. I began to feel rather foolish for 
having entertained any doubts in reference to the affair. 
"What was the trouble with her, Sam?" I asked. 
"Acute indigestion—worst kind. It takes them right off, 
too, when it starts in." 
Hastily calling to 
mind another matter 
which Sam was inter- 
ested in, I dismissed 
the subject lightly 
and changed the con- 
versation. 

Later on in the 
evening, I was work- 


ingonsomelegal charges, 
when I felt again that 

¿ange urge to go ahead 
with the Haskell investigation. 
Suppose Haskell had called in a 
doctor—there still might have 
been hidden causes of her sud- 
den illness! 

The case annoyed me until I could stand it no longer. I 
reached for the telephone and called Doctor Quickenstead. 

“Doctor Quickenstead, this is the County Attorney speak- 
ing. How are you?" I began. 

“Fine, Judge. A bit anxious over the grippe epidemic that 
has kept me very busy these last few days." 

“So I heard. Sorry that the thing has spread so. Are you 
free to come over to see me early to-morrow morning, Doctor, 
about a patient of yours?” 

"A patient of mine?" The Doctor's voice sounded puzzled. 
“T can't imagine what you could want with anything that I 
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have to tell you! 
murdered?" 

Plainly, the Doctor was genuinely surprised at my request. 
Was this, after all, only a wild-goose chase? I would not stop 
now, however, so I said: 

“I am sorry that I can't satisfy your curiosity over the 
telephone, Doctor, but if you can be over here by eight- 
thirty to-morrow, I would greatly appreciate it.” 

“T can arrange that, I think. Always glad to be of service 
to you, Judge.” 

“Thank you very much. 
morning. Good-by!” 

The next morning I invited Doctor Quickenstead into my 
private office and laid my cards on the table. 

“Doctor,” I begar, “I need your help in reference to cir- 
cumstances surrounding the death of Mrs. Haskell last 
Tuesday.” 

“Mrs. Haskell!" ejaculated the Doctor. ‘I am indeed sur- 
prised!’ He seemed to be genuinely shocked. “Whatever could 
have happened to cause any question in regard to her case?” 

“Nothing has happened, Doctor, except that I am con- 
vinced that there has been foul play—not through any evi- 
dence, for I have nothing to substantiate my theory except 
the feeling that I should make an investigation. Just what is 
wrong I do not know, but I have been in this game for many 
years, and when an idea takes hold of me as this one has done, 
I feel that I must take some action in the matter.” 

"My dear sir, you interest me exceedingly. Just what do 
you suspect?” 

“My mind is not clear on that yet. I only know 
that suspicion exists. I first conceived the probabil- 
ity of murder, but I confess that learning that you 
attended Mrs. Haskell has somewhat demolished my 
theory é 

"Murder? Utterly impossible! She 
died of an attack of acute indigestion!” 
The Doctor séemed to be offended at my 
suggestion. © 

“Could you give me the details of the 
case, Doctor?” I asked. 

"By all means. I was called in to see 
Mrs. Haskell about five o'clock Monday 
morning. George called me to hurry 
over. He said that she had had an at- 
tack of indigestion. I found her suffer- 
ing intensely with such high fever that it 
amounted to delirium. I administered 
a ‘hypo’ and put ice packs on her head. 
She soon became easy.” 


Has one of them been kidnaped, or 


I shall expect you to-morrow 


“ETAD Mrs. Haskell eve: had an at- 
tack of that kind before?" 

“Not that bad. She had been ill with 
it twice during the winter, however." 

"Did George explain the situation to you, 
or did she do so herself?” 

“He did at first, but Mrs. Haskell talked it 
over with me the following evening—the even- 
ing of her death." 

Evidently I had been mistaken about the whole affair. I 
became more and more convinced, as the Doctor talked, that 
there had been nothing abnormal about the attack of indiges- 
tion. If she had been suffering from anything else, she would 
have told the Doctor about it, for he was an old friend and she 
was in intense pain. 

"How long did you remain at the first call, Doctor, and how 
many other times did you see her before her death?” 

“I relieved her stomach as soon as possible and left the 
house in about forty-five minutes. I dropped in to see her 
again late the next afternoon, and did not see her again until 
I was recalled two hours later and found her dying." 

"How did she seem the next day when you came?" 

"Very much better, presumably, but exhausted from the 
suffering on Monday." 
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"You left a prescription, I suppose. Did you leave any 
drug that could have been improperly taken or administered, 
and thus have caused her death?” 

“Nothing at all." 

The idea of poisoning had occurred to me, but I seemed 
unable to obtain a single clue. 

"Just what was her mental attitude on the second day? 
Did she appear morose or worried over her condition, or about 
anything else?" 

"No. Shelay quietly resting. Her eyes looked expression- 
less, as though she were in a stupor, which is often the case on 
the second day." - 

I discarded the theory of suicide, for her mental condition 
did not seem to be such as should necessitate such an extreme 
measure. 

"How do you account for Mrs. Haskell's death after she ap- 
peared improved?” 

"I had tested her heart on the day preceding, and it was 
very bad. She took a bit of nourishment, her fever rose to one 
hundred and four, and her heart simply stopped.” 

“You were there at the time she died, weren't you, Doctor?" 

"Yes—death was sudden and painless.” 

"Did you examine the body after she died?" 

“Yes, sir, I did." 

"Did you discover any bruises on her body 
which might have been the result 
of violence?" 

"Absolutely not! She had a 
few old marks. Women often 
have them if their skin is thin." 

"Finally, then, you found noth- 
ing in any way connected with 
the case which might appear sus- 
picious, and you are convinced 
that she died as a result of the in- 
digestion attack and its effect on 
her heart?" 

"Without a doubt. I feel 
certain, Judge, that your fears 
are without foundation." 

Certainly, if there had been 
any other possible cause for Mrs. 
Haskell's death, the Doctor would 
have detected it. I did not blame 
him for being somewhat offended. 
There seemed to be absolutely 
no basis for my assumption. Every 
incident in the chain of events 
surrounding her death appeared 
directly to contradict my theories. 
I thanked the Doctor gratefully, 
and he left soon after. 


AGAIN, I attempted to dismiss 
the matter and return to 
my work. The case continued to 
haunt meas before, in spite of my 
confidence in Doctor Quicken- 
stead. To this day, I do not 
understand the impulse that 
drove me to go on with the case. But 
finally, I decided to go over to Roxbury, 
as if on other business, and cautiously 
question a few acquaintances upon whom I knew I could rely. 
Luck was with me. I easily brought the subject of Mrs. 
Haskell's death up with two friends of mine at the bank. Áf- 
ter talking a moment with them, I took them outside to my 
car and confided to them that I was anxious to know anything 
they had to tell about George Haskell. They told me a num- 
ber of important details. 

Haskell had been drinking heavily for the past year. He 
had lost a great deal of money in the cotton market. He had 
embarrassed his wife in public on several occasions by appear- 
ing drunk, and taking her away forcibly. He had, according 


“Mama whispered for me to run and 
hide..." 


to the neighbors, particularly a Mrs. Johnson, treated his wire 
cruelly more than once. He had been implicated in a fight in 
Newton one evening, had been locked up for the night, and 
fined for disorderly conduct and being drunk. 

His little boy, Ted, would run from Haskell in fear when he 
appeared at home, my informants told me. Haskell had spent 
a number of nights away from home, and Mrs. Haskell had 
made no effort to locate him, but had locked the door of her 
room and retired. When he was in town, he spent a great deal 
of time with his father, for whom he had a deep affection. He 
had been away for three days about a month before, but was 
at home when his wife was taken sick. 


"his was the first support—slender as it was—of my 
theory. 

I became interested immediately in the fact that the old 
man, his father, was often with him. He was doubtless in 
George's confidence. I must contrive in some way to see him. 

I had hardly made this decision, when I looked up and saw 
the old man himself coming toward me, up the street! He 
seemed to be thinking deeply. He walked humped over, his 
broad - brimmed Stetson hat 
pulled down over his eyes. His 
clothes were wrinkled and un- 
tidy. 

Stepping forward quickly, I 
planted myself in the middle of 
the sidewalk in order that he 
would be forced to see me. 
Just before he met me, he 
glanced up. Instantly an ex- 
pression of surprise, and un- 
mistakably one of fear, passed 
over his face. The next instant 
it was again an inscrutable 
mask. 

He spoke briefly, and walked 
on more rápidly than before. His 
face was wrinkled and furrowed, 
and he seemed years older than 
when I had last seen him, a short 
time before. He looked as if he had 
something on his mind that was 
worrying him to the point of mad- 
ness. 

I had known him for years, and I 
appreciated the fact that he was a 
man of keen and powerful ability. 
All of his sons had inherited that 
crafty cunning which was so evident 
to anyone who did business with 
' him in any way. 

My chance encounter with old 
man Haskell co- 'inced me that, if 
there were any grounds at all for 
my  suspicions concerning his 
daughter-in-law's death, he would know 
about them. I had dealt with him be- 
fore on the witness-stand, however, and 
I knew that if I hoped to receive any in- 
formation from him, the task would 
have to be deftly handled. 

As I reviewed the case later that after- 
noon, I thought again of the boy—Haskell's son. Would it be 


. possible that the child could give mea clue? It would, at any 


rate, be a good thing to try. 

I jumped into my car and drove out to the Haskell house, 
taking with me the Court stenographer whom I had brought 
over from Hillsboro for any emergency. I hoped to catch a 
glimpse of the youngster, but no one was about the house at 
all. Across the street, however, were several boys, playing 
baseball. It was very probable that Ted was among them. 

I called one of the young fans on the.side-lines to me and 
inquired which one was Ted (Continued on page 96) 


"MUGGING the CRIMINAL" 


The Real Truth About the Use of Photo- 
graphs in Catching Lawbreakers 


HAT chance have 
you of escaping cap- 
ture if wanted by the 


police, and they had had one of your photographs 
duplicated and broadcast to every large city in the country? 

If you are of an ordinary type, that is, one with no out- 
standing distinctive features, not a "'marker," by being 
unusual in stature or build or because of some deformity or 
pronounced peculiarity that would attract attention to you 
in a crowd, the chances are that you would never be picked 
up on that photograph. 

This does not mean that you would not be picked up, for 
it is astonishing how comparatively few known “wanted” 
individuals escape eventual apprehension. Any detective 
will admit that it is most 
difficult to locate a man by 
photograph alone, if he be of 
an ordinary type, notwith- 
standing stories of some re- 
markable identifications and 
arrests made in this way. 
Analyze any of these stories 
and you will no doubt find 
that some other element 
assisled in bringing about 
the capture. 

To avoid conspicuousness, 
the experienced criminal will 
suit his dress to the company 
he keeps; vice versa, he will 
pick associates in his own 
class with respect to sar- 
torial and tonsorial appear- 
ance. Note carefully a group 
photograph of men in full 
dress, or a flock of girls 
in “flapper” make-up. They 
look as much alike as a com- 
pany of West Point cadets 
on parade. 


By MARVIN PINCHOT 


On a recent visit to the 
Narcotic Bureau in the New 
York Police Department 
Headquarters the writer was surprised upon being shown in 
hundreds of instances where from twenty to fifty photographs 
of a single individual were on file, collected from every avail- 
able source, taken under various conditions and in a variety 
of attitudes and angles: shabby, down-and-out and with a 
week's growth of beard, then in apparent prosperity in 
fashionable and natty attire, with and without spectacles, in 
shirt sleeves, in furs, in prison garb. Yet sometimes even all 
these are without avail. 

It has been pointed out that it is difficult to recognize from 
photographs, persons of ordinary type, and yet it has been 
frequently noted that there 
is often closer resemblance 
between the different photo- 
graphs of an ordinary type 
than sometimes shows be- 
tween the different photo- 
graphs of an individual of 
striking personal appear- 
ance. However, the reason 
for this is that the majority 
of criminals are—as are most 
people of any other class— 
of ordinary types, and in- 
clined to mask their feelings 
behind “poker” faces. On 
the other hand it is the in- 
dividuals with mobile fea- 
tures, and perhaps histrionic 
ability, who vary most in 
photographs. 

While admittedly it is 
difficult to pick up a man 
from his photograph, on the 
other hand, if a man is 
known from personal ob- 
servation, it is a simple 


In a recent novel, SWAG, 
by Charles Francis Coe, a 
sage conclusion is drawn by 
one of the characters: 


Part of visible-index 


You very seldom see a silk hat on the piers, or old 
clothes in . . . For that reason everybody keeps 
away from places where they are noticed above other 
people. If your clothes are bum, you go where everybody 
else is wearing bum clothes. If they are good, you go 
among well dressed people. . . . I looked pretty seedy. 
So I went down to the part of the town where good 
clothes attract more attention than bum ones. 


This is not written as a tip to those who for no good reason 
find it expedient to travel incognito, but for the purpose of 
showing that up-to-date police administrations and modern 
detectives—fully aware of every possible weakness in their 
systems—have, or are, adopting new methods, precautions 
and safeguards for the advancement of the science of criminal 
detection. 

Photographs of criminals are still of prime importance, but 
former ideas of their utilization were found too limited. 


52 


] 3 photographic 
in Narcotic Bureau, New York Police Headquarters 


matter to recognize any good 
photograph of him taken in 
any attitude, and regardless 
of changes in make-up. 

It is for this reason that professional criminals fear to face 
the morning “line-up” at Police Headquarters, where they 
come under the close scrutiny of hundreds of masked detec- 
tives. At the "line-up" each prisoner is placed on a raised 
platform before the gathering of detectives, while his record 
and all that is known of him is given out. He is then paraded 
around the room so that the detectives can observe him from 
all sides, and note his gait and peculiarities. He is mever for- 
gotten. A pickpocket will immediately leave town—if he can— 
for if seen in a crowd by any detective he would be at once 
taken in, for “jostling.” This is to protect the public. 


stem 


ntc er to; Acme 


file of 20,000 subjects 


O^ the following four pages are shown photographs of 
a number of individuals wanted by the police at var- 
ious times. Note how, when self-protection dictates, they 
sometimes ‘‘assist Nature" in making changes in their 
appearance. 


The following are the 
dates of his arrest for 
various crimes, showing 
his appearance on those 
dates. (Top row, left to 
right) (1) September 11th, 
1919, at Winnipeg 
toba), Canada. (2 Jan- 
uary 26th, 1920, at Cal- 
(Alberta), Canada. 
Front and side views, 
second row) April 14th, 
1920, at Moose Jaw (Sas- 
katchewan), Canada 


“Mugging the 


Criminal” 


(Left) Larkin as he ap- 


peared when arrested on 
October 15th, 1923, at 
Regina (Saskatchewan). 
(Bottom row, left) Ashe 
appeared on November 
Sth, 1924, at Burnaby, 
British Columbia, when 
arrested under the alias, 
“William Franklin.” (Be- 
Jow) His appearance when 
arrested on July 27th, 
1925, at Calgary (Alberta) 


under same alias. He used 


nine aliases 
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ving 
Chole picture fln uad Nee of al do they 
want them to register their "natural ap- 
pearance" accurately 


(Top, center) In 


good example. 

However, these 

reflected photos 
you would pick up 
No. 29630, if 
given the photo 
first mentioned? 


ey demi eire d" jut 


“Mugging the Criminal” 


Differences in photographs are also 
due to the positions of the sitter. It 
is well known that that part of an 
object nearest the camera shows up 
larger than parts more removed. 
Common examples of this are found 
in the work of amateur photo- 
graphers, generally in a hand or foot 
reaching out toward the camera in 
Brobdingnagian proportions. In a 
group photograph, those in the fore- 
ground appear much taller than 
they actually are, in proportion to 
those in the background. 


On the same principle, when a 
prisoner faces the camera to be 
“mugged,” if he bows his head the 
upper part of his head is enlarged 
and the lower part weakened—the 
forehead widened, the chin nar- 
rowed. If he inclines his head back- 
ward, the opposite effect is secured 
—the jaw is widened and the fore- 
head narrowed. 


This principle is illustrated in the 
two small sketches, above, which 
also show the change in the curve of 
the line across the brows. The two 
"mug" photographs of the same 
individual, shown above, still better 
illustrate this point. 


(Top row, left) shows William H. Jones, 
at the time of his arrest in Boston, on 
December 17th, 1908. Now look at 
‘Harry Brown” (above), arrested in Toronto, 
Canada, on April 29th, 1921. Although there is an 
interval of about 12 years between the above two 
sets of photographs of the same individual, that is 
not sufficient to account for the difference in looks, 
which was accomplished by the subject drawing in 
the lips in the second picture, one of a number of 
tricks resorted to by crooks to change their ap- 
pearance when being “mugged.” If you will com- 

the ear details you will see that they are alike. 

ever, it was only by a comparison of the finger- 

prints that identity was established 


deviate frorn 
the likeness 
— shown in the 
police photo- 
graph, such as 


| semblance is 
o , and 
detection ren- 
dered more dif- 
T ficult. Awoman 
T can make even 
T more distinc- 
_ tive changes in 
* dress and coif- 
fure 
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Narcotic drug addicts display great differences in physical a ance in photographs taken when at the height 
of their habit, and after they are taken off the drug. In the instance they are often as much as fifty pounds 
under weight, and emaciated to the limit—veritable specters, hollow-eyed and drawn in features. After being 
taken off narcotics they regain weight rapidly. Arresting officers are sometimes unable to identify narcotic 
drug addicts after a ''cure," as being the men arrested by them. Four addicts are shown on this page. In the 
two sets of photos (upper-left and lower-right) the first in each instance represents the individual in normal 
condition, and the second represents the narcotic addict with a “yen.” When the effects of the last shot 
of dope start to wear off, the addict begins to suffer what are termed medically, “withdrawal symptoms," but in 
the underworld he is said to be suffering from a “yen,” or to have “a yen on" 
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"| Escaped from the Livin 
HELL or Devws [s_tanp!” 


Leon Moncelli, who writes this, was there. He went 

through the awful tortures of the “dry guillotine” in the 

French convict colony, on the Devil’s Island Group, shown 

on the next page. Here, in his own words, he tells of its 

frightful horrors, that drove strong men to insanity and 
suicide ! 


December. 
In the depot 
life is routine.Sul- 
len Arab guards 
and hardened 
French officers 
stood near as we 
worked. From 
seven until eleven 
in the morning we 
made chairs, 
wooden shoes, 
slippers and grass 
rugs. There was 
no conversation. - 
Lunch consisted 
of bread and soup. | 
After .:that, ,we 
marched single file 
in a jail yard— 
one, two, three, 
four! — exercising 
our bodies 
while our minds, 
not yet dulled by 
prison life, 
thought  unceas- 
ingly of means to 
escape. From 
noon until four we - 
were back at 
work, and then, 
for an hour, we. 
rested. After a 
frugal meal of 
meat juice and 
black bread, we 
filed to the dormi- 
tories and were 
left to brood 
through the night. 
He who violates 
any of the depot 
rules pays a cruel 
price. For the 
first offense he is 
Guiana twice each World Wide Photo put on a diet of 
year, once in July Section of disease infested, almost impassable swamp through which bread and water 
and then again in Moncelli took his last chance to escape the terrors of the "dry guillotine' | for a month, and 
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years have 
gone from 

my life, but 

I have escaped 
from French Gui- 
ana, and some- 
thing of existence 
yet lies ahead. 
Through all that 
time I kept a rec- 
ord, guarding it 
jealously from the 
prison officials. It 
is from that little 
diary that I now 
draw my facts. 
They are all I have 
as recompense for 
the precious de- 
cadethatwastaken 
from the span of 
my time on earth. 
Back in July, 
1907, I was con- 
demned by the 
French court to 
serve a sentence 
of ten years at 
hard labor in 
French Guiana. 
In justice to my- 
self, I maintain 
that I was inno- 
cent, though I 
realize that this is 
the age-old plea of 
men who go 
against the Law. 
Nevertheless, I 
was sent to the 
depot of the Ile 
de Ré there to 
await the convict 
ship, Martiniére, 
which sails for 
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his nights are spent in a darkened cell. This is entered on his 
record and, when he reaches Guiana, he is treated accordingly. 

It was late in November when I received a physical ex- 
amination and was told that I was to leave for Guiana on the 
next boat. They gave me a marine bag containing two khaki 
suits, a woolen blouse, two shirts, a pair of heavy brogans 
and a sewing kit. Unbelievable as it seems, we welcomed 
even the prospect of life aboard the Martiniere. 

"At least," said one of my companions in an undertone, 
"there will be a chance to escape from the Islands!" 

Another one, more experienced, shook his head. “You 
escape from Guiana only to die in the jungle," he warned us. 
“They call it the ‘dry guillotine'." He shrugged. “Even so, 
I am told, they give you the chance to die by a bullet if they 
catch'you trying to escape. Better that than to rot in Guiana!" 


AT length the Martiniere steamed slowly in, and we pre- 
pared to sail in the morning. Bulky and drab in her 
gray coat, she lay in midstream through the night. At dawn, 
wearing our new khaki uniforms, we marched to the wharf 
under armed escort. There we boarded tugs and were taken 
out to the prison ship. From her decks, as we filed over the 
gang-plank, we looked back for a final glimpse of France. - 
The salt wind, that filtered into the hold of the Martiniere, 


International Newsreel Photo 


The Iles du Salut (Islands of Salutation) 
are The Devil’s Island Group, off the coast 


Royale, for incorrigibles 


French Guiana, 


was a mockery indeed. There were four huge i iron cages, two 
on either side of the ship, each with capacity for 100 men. 

From the iron cross-beams overhead were suspended our 
hammocks. Even so, it was a relief after the life at the 
depot, for we were permitted to speak to each other, and each 
morning the cages were emptied, one at a time, when we were 
taken on deck for exercise. The greatest blessing of all came 
when each man of us received a cigarette. 

Our first stop was Algeria, in North Africa. The Martiniere 
wallowed through the southern seas and the hot breath of the 
Tropics came in through the port-holes. Men sweated and 
swore and their beards grew out, while they tossed in their 
hammocks through the torpid nights. We had a glimpse of 
he white houses, the blue sky and the sparkling water at 


are called, but 
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Algeria, where we took on more human cargo, mostly Negroes 
and Arabs, wild-eyed and vicious. They were driven up over 
the gang-plank as I have seen cattle loaded, trampling on one 
another’s heels, cursing in the picturesque tongues of the 
African colony. 

That done, we got under way immediately and, eleven days 
later, came down into French Guiana, off the northeast coast 
of South America. 

Those of us who were nearest to the port-holes stared out at 
the Iles du Salut. Someone laughed harshly and spoke in 
French. 

“Mon Dieu," he cackled, ‘it will be a green Christmas!" 

The iron deck was hot through the thick soles of our 
marching shoes. Out beyond the Martiniere, heat waves rose 
crazily from the water, while inshore the Islands steamed 
beneath a copper sun. There was, of course, the inevitable 
delay in getting us ashore. But, once our feet were on the 
ground, no time was lost in teaching us our elementary 
lessons in the long course upon which we were embarked. 


"THERE are three islands in the group—Royale, St. Joseph 

and Devil's Island. This last isa stark rock, rising from the 
water like the head of a man-eating shark, and is reserved for 
political prisoners only. Royale Island is a penal colony upon 
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which are six dormitories, a hospital and a bakery. As I was 
a baker, it was a foregone conclusion that this would be my 
home. .St. Joseph is a colony for the convicts whose records 
are exceptionally bad. Prisoners from the other islands who 
violate any of the regulations are sent to St. Joseph for periods 
of from five to ten years. It might as well be life, for they 
scarcely ever come out! 

Down there in Guiana, where the whole world seems to be 
just sunshine and water, with only these tiny islands to break 
the vast monotony, the prisoners on St. Joseph never glimpse 
the sunlight. They lie in prison cells, dark and silent. They 
either die mercifully, or go insane. 

I decided immediately that, on Royale Island, my greatest 
asset would be good behavior. (Continued on page 8) 
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The 
BUNCO 


MILLION! 


By 
ALBERT J. CODY 


EDITOR’S NOTE: It should be borne in 
mind that Mr. Cody’s colorful story of The 
Great Bunco Syndicate of Los Angeles, given 
below, has no upon or connection 
with the present highly efficient Police De- 


Clayton 


C. F. Dennison 
(Left) E. A. Hutch- 
ings (Right) 
Thomas Gere (Be- 
low) Ed. 

Tooth’’) Johnson 


(Gold 


The “inside” on the 
biggest bunco ring in 
world history—as told 
by the man who ex- 
posed its perpetrators, 
and fought them to. 
the last ditch! 


Finally District Attorney Woolwine, then a 
sick man, and inundated with more work than 
he could cope with, laid aside other businessand 
tackled the bunco situation. Running down the 


tment of that city, which, from the Chief tip Cody had given him that Hutch, leader of the 
bf. Police down, is sae of the finest Poles International Detective ^ ^ Bunco Ring, had fone, 12 Neu. Orleans, he 
Administrations I. be n anywhere in managed to locate him there. 
e world. 
——n As told to OCATING Hutchings, king-pin of 


IN previous installments it has been told how 
Cody uncovered the Bunco Syndicate, got the 
oods on the gang, and demanded their arrest, 
was ignored by the authorities. Ray Gilbert, 
the bunks’ go-between, visited Cody and offered him $5000.00 to lay 
off. Cody showed Gilbert the door, then advised District Attorney 
oohwine that unless he (Woolwine) took up the fight, personally, 
- o the bunks, and took it out of the hands of his deputies whom 
ody charged were laying down to the Ring, that he would resign as 
special investigator to the D. A.'s office. 
Woolwine ined, Cody resigned and shortly thereafter he received 
a mysterious phone call warning him to lay off the bunks or he would 
be bumped off. The attempt on Cody's life was "all set," but fell 
through at the last moment through a ice officer's intervention. 
Cody, grimly keeping up the lone fight he was making against the 
Bunco Ring, located two of ing bunks, Gere and Dennison, 
in a hotel, and notified the D. A.'s office requesting their arrest. No 
action was taken, whereupon he called Ber LoUn Ni, city editor of 
the Los Angeles Record, to his home, and gave him the facts. One 
q bi gest exposés in the history of Los Angeles followed the next 
2 a ys epe d 
he lid was now off! One after another, officials went down in the 
that, hour by hour, gathered I and momentum. Among 
them. were Police Commissioner Burge, Chief of Police Home, De- 
tectives Williams, Raymond, MacNamara, Kirby, Cowan, Boyd, 
Carrol and others—cops, double-dealing stools, lobbyists, et cetera. 


WILBERT WADLEIGH 


the Bunco Syndicate, in New Or- 
leans, and nabbing him were two 
different things, as District At- 
torney Woolwine soon discovered. “Big Hutch" had been 
seen at the race-track, as I had informed Woolwine, owning 
as he did a string of horses there, and had appeared more or 
less unconcerned over his chances of being taken. 

Büt when I exploded my bombshell in Los Angeles, through 
the excellent medium of the Los Angeles Record, Hutch of 
course knew that his swindling adventure had come to a crisis, 
and hastily mapped out a plan of conduct that did credit to 
his intelligence. When the District Attorney's agents sought 
to close in on Hutch, the bunco Croesus vanished into thin air. 
For weeks—months—no trace of him cóuld be found. 

Woolwine whipped his sluggish aides into line, and brought 
pressure to bear at home, then. I was now on the outs with 
his deputies, but I tipped Woolwine off to various angles. 
While receiving no official credit for my help, I was gratified 
by the manly way Los Angeles' spectacular District Attorney 
accepted this information at its face value, and made the most 
of it. 
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There were a few bunks still in Los Angeles, among them 
Thomas Gere; Clayton Dorchester, alias C. F. Dennison; 
Thomas Beech, Louis Mushnick, Jack Hardaway, Ed (‘‘Gold 
Tooth") Johnson, William Dougherty, Charles E. Smith, 
Arthur B. Cooper, Robert Knowles, and Leon (“Jew”) 
Felix. Had Woolwine's organization been worthy of him— 
had all of the corrupt officials been removed from the city 
government—Tom would have cleaned up the local situation 
in jig-time. But the clanking and clattering and squeaks of 
the machinery of the Law betrayed almost every move, and 
only a few of the bunks were gathered in, most of them small 
fry. 

But among the various banks that had handled the accounts 
of the Million-Dollar Bunco Syndicate, The Citizen's Trust 
& Savings Bank of Hollywood seemed to be the principal 
depository for the Ring’s ill-gotten gains. Due to Wool- 
wine's determined efforts, the cashier of this institution, Otis 
B. Berry, was exposed, indicted, convicted, and sent to San 
Quentin. 


I proceeded to line up some of my clients who had been 


victimized by the Bunco 
Ring, and, together with 
my attorneys, we spent 
weeks in making ready a 
lumped civil suit. These 
long. weeks were featured 
by arguments and dis- 
agreements among the 
victims, Before my ex- 
posé, most of them had 
been convinced that they 
had no chance to 
get back any of 
their money, and 
had been afraid of 
the vengeance of 
the Ring; but now 
that I had proven 
that I had had the 
whip - hand over 
the Syndicate all 
along, they 
wanted every cent 
they had been robbed of! 

The preparations 
dragged on for months. 
Meanwhile, Big Hutch 
had turned up in New 
York, and Woolwine hurried East 
with an agent to nab him. The 
world knows what a fight it was; 
how Hutch fought extradition 
papers, with some of the most 
astute lawyers in New York repre- 
senting him. It was a fight that made criminal history; 
that brought notoriety to Hutch, and fame to Woolwine, 

already famous. 


WV OOLWINE finally won the battle at the last minute, 
after Los Angeles County had all but deserted him, 
protesting at the expenditure of funds and time; and Hutch 
was brought back. 

Few persons outside of Los Angeles, however, knew what 
this grim fight had cost Woolwine himself, broken in health 
as he was. Whatever Tom's mistakes in the past, this one 
act will stand forever as a monument to the fame he justly 
deserved. i 

Hutch's indictment and sentencing to San Quentin fol- 
lowed, and are now a matter of history. 

But, unfortunately, it was one of Woolwine's last triumphs. 
A bit later, his illness mowed him, down, and he was forced to 
turn over his office to his former deputy, Asa Keyes, and go 
to Europe in an effort to recuperate. He never recovered, 
though for a while it seemed that he would, and death claimed 
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one of the ablest District Attorneys Los Angeles had ever had. 

I didn’t have much confidence in Keyes as District At- 
torney, and every man is entitled to his opinion. Nor was it 
purely bias on my part, owing to the lack of cooperation 
Woolwine’s underlings had shown me when I had had Hutch 
and other members of the Ring all tagged for them to pick 
up. 

I think 'I was right in my beliefs, and that what follows 
will bear this out to some extent. However, I want it clearly 
understood that I harbor no personalities, and that in telling 
this sensational story, I am moved only to paint a true pic- 
ture of the conditions described. I might add that I have 
gone out of my way to keep from throwing salt on old wounds 
in several particulars, whenever it was possible to do so 
without too seriously weakening this account. 

But this has not been altogether possible. When a million- 
dollar bunco syndicate can operate for months in a metro- 
politan city, swindling victims right and left in the most 
brazen fashion, it goes without saying that a more deplorable 
state of affairs can hardly be imagined. 

In the disclosures that 
follow regarding the po- 
litical and administra- 
tive situations that form 
the climax of this ac- 
count, I take a neutral 
stand. 


OU, the reader, can 
judge for yourself, and 
draw your own conclu- 
sions; I shall be 
merely the con- 
Scientious re- 
porter, noting the 
things I saw and 
heard both as a 
private detective, 
and as an Ameri- 
can citizen who 
believes in fair 
play, honesty in 
government, and 
active and decisive mea- 
v NN sures in coping with the 
a criminal elements that 
e every minute seek to un- 
dermine society. 
Pen thanks to Woolwine, had 
been sent to the pen, and a few 
others had been picked up locally. 
But the bulk of the Gang had 
put California behind them, and 
had gathered in Denver, Colorado. 

In Phillip S. Van Cise, Denver boasted of an able and 
fearless District Attorney, but in the bargain, Mr. Van Cise 
enjoyed a support from the Denver civic and county authori- 
ties. It wasunfortunate for the bunks that this was the case, 
and that they had selected ver, of all cities, to collect in 
and continue their nefarious operations. 

On August 24th, 1922, things happened in Denver. In 
one masterful, sweeping movement, the largest aggregation 
of bunks ever thus collected, I am sure, was given the hos- 
pitality of the Denver jail. There was no need for the 
authorities to wait until they could fasten their Los Angeles 
operations upon them; they had enough “goods” of a local 
nature on each and every one of them, and no time was wasted 
in sentencing them and putting them where they belonged. 
The few bunks who escaped the net headed like scared rab- 
bits for far points, ''Doc" Sterling, for example, was arrested 
in far-away Montreal by the Quebec authorities, and died in 
a Canadian prison. ‘‘Checkers’’ Stanton was arrested in 
Salt Lake. Bob Wilson, the “Bronco Kid," who was arrested 
in Los Angeles and jumped his bail, (Continued on page 99) 
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“If you do what I say, the 
three of us will live. If 


IS name was John Kelly and he was serving a twenty- 
year term for the robbery of a bank at a small town 
in New England. On account of certain details of 
this story, the name of the State is withheld. He was 

better known to the police of two continents as "Denver 
Dude," because he was a ''swell dresser" and hailed from 
Denver, Colorado. 

Kelly was the gamest man I have ever known. When I 
say that, I mean it. And I'm not referring only to the men 
I have come in contact with in prisons. I include all the men 
I have known, in prison and out. Kelly was in a class by 
himself when it comes to gameness. 

I begin my story of this master cracksman and courageous 
gentleman—for he was a gentleman, even though he was 
a burglar—with our first meeting. I recall the day he entered 
my office. It was during the latter part of a hot July, that he 
came to Beecham, the town in which the State Prison is lo- 
cated, heavily shackled to two deputy sheriffs. 

I had read columns and columns of newspaper yarns about 
him and was looking forward with much curiosity to meeting 
him. Indeed, all my subordinate$ were as anxious to see him 
as I was. After he had been sentenced, a common, every- 
day question in the prison was: 

"When's Kelly coming?" 

And so he came, that hot July afternoon, shackled to the 
two huge deputy sheriffs. I knew one of the officers very well. 
He had been a guard at the prison before he entered the em- 
ploy of the sheriff of Hyde County, where Beecham was 
situated. His name was Tom Devins. Tom spoke to me 
when he came into my office with Kelly, and then he intro- 
duced Kelly. 


NER DUDE” 


“He was the gamest man 
I have ever known!" 
said the man, shown 
trapped in the picture 
below 
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By Warden “JIM HART" 
As told to JOHN W. GREY 


“This is Jack Kelly, Warden,” Tom said, “and Jack,”— 
he turned to the prisoner—"'this is Warden Hart." 

I determined to be friendly. I smiled and said: ''Hello, 
Kelly, how are you?" | 

“Oh,” he sighed, “I'm all right. Nothing wrong with me! 

V thought I detected a note of sarcasm in his voice. And I 
didn't like his damned-if-I-care attitude at all. To be honest, 
it riled mea little. I decided he was one of those slick under- 
world fellows who figured everybody a boob but himself. 

"Well," I mused, "I'll knock that chip off your shoulder, 
Mister Kelly, before you're here very long." 

I cultivated a.deep-rooted antipathy for “Denver Dude." 
He was, I thought, just a bit too arrogant for me. He didn’t 
"crawl" when I spoke to him. He was not a “yes man." I 
proceeded to intimidate him before he got out of civilian 
clothes into the stripes. 

"Kelly," I reminded him, “you are now a convict.” 

I hesitated for a second to let the word “convict” sink in. 
It's one of the dirtiest words in our language. It never fails 
to cut the man to whom it is applied and it cuts the intelligent 
man infinitely more than the moron. It cut Kelly to the 
heart. His face flushed crimson and there was a defiant 
glitter in his blue eyes when I told him he was a convict. 

He made no reply. 

“All convicts,” I went on, “look alike to me. I play no 
favorites here. I give all of 'em hell if they don't walk the 
chalk-line, and I will give you more hell than you have ever 
seen or heard of if you stumble. Understand?" 

“I understand, Warden." He looked me bang in the eyes 
and smiled. "I get you. You're the lion and I’. the mouse. 
You can eat me whenever you are ready.” 
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I took another shot at him. "'You've got a long time.to 
serve," I went on. “Twenty years in prison is no cake-walk, 
and if you don't watch your step you may go out feet first." 

"Oh, don't worry, Warden." He was still smiling at me and 
looking me straight in the eyes.. "I won't go out feet first. 
I know where I am. I’ve been in other prisons and I know 
how to get by." 

He was a cool, level-headed individual There was some- 


thing about him that suggested ‘superiority: -. He was the- 


only prisoner with whom I have had to deal-who-made me feel. 
he was my superior. There was.an air-of strength and;hull- 
dog courage about him, too. All these thiügs made me more 
than ever determined to watch him closely.-- ^: zm 


I knew he would try to escape if; he.ever got half e 
therefore I instructed all the. keepers to.watch. him d&y:and--- 
I gave instructions that any breach of siTe d : 


night. 


his part was to be reported to me at once. In other words, I 
was out to "get" him. 


I never got a chance to get Tus He wasa model | prisoner. 


The first six months he was in prison I don't think he spoke 
more than fifty words to anyone. The keepers under whom 
he worked labeled him ‘‘The Silent Man." 
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"if you would be kind enough to let me talk with Jack here 
in your office? I don't want to go in that screened room. I 
haven't seen him since he came here and I'd be very thankful 
to you if you would let me sit here and talk with him for a 
few minutes. Please!" 

This was an unusual request.. I hesitated about granting it. 
She observed my hesitation. I was on the verge of telling her 


« that I couldn't possibly let her talk with her husband in my 


office, when.she spoke again: 
"I've never been in one of these places before, and I don't 


- think I'll ever come here again. Please, Warden, let me talk 
with Jack here.” 


[was diced: ate: d her request, but I began to do 

a little thinking. 

“Kelly’s a desperate character," I thought. "'Suppose 
something should happen while he's in my office. This woman 
looks and talks and acts like a woman of breeding, but she 
may be one of those female panthers.” 

Then I began to consider the request from another angle. 

“She may be all right," I thought, "and even if she isn't, 
what could she do? Kelly’s just as safe talking to her here 


boots when I saw the charmi 


*On the morning of the fourth day, I almost um y umped out of my 
a 


Beecham Prison, come tripping down the steps! 


“There she is, Mike!’ 
the baby that tricked me!’ 


“Come on? Mike dashed down to the street, I following. .. ." 


brunette, who 


tricked me at 


I yelled, grabbing Mullins’ arm. "That's 


A common comment on Kelly was: 

"If every convict in this place was like Kelly, we'd never 
have any trouble!" 

He never had a visitor until he had been with us for a 
year, when his “wife” came to see him. “Mrs,” Kelly was a 
delightful lady, and a very beautiful one as well. She was a 
tall, stately brunette with “talking” eyes, lovely teeth and a 
vivacious smile. She had, as the boys put it, “a million 
dollars’ worth of personality.” 

“Good Lord,” I thought, when she came into my office 


and introduced herself as the cracksman’s wife, "can it be 
possible?” 


I HAD seen many underworld women during my régime 

at Beecham—hard-looking, gaudily dressed and rough- 
talking females who corresponded in every detail with the 
conventional underworld moll. But Mrs. Kelly was refresh- 
ingly different. 

"You're Jack Kelly’s wife?" I asked her. 

“Yes,” she replied, with a smile, “I’m Mrs. Kelly." 

Her eyes filled up with tears. Prison wardens are supposed 
to be hard-boiled, but when I saw the tears streaming down 
her beautiful face, I couldn't resist trying to console her. 

“Now, Mrs. Kelly," I said, don't cry. Your husband will 
feel badly if he sees you crying. Cheer up. Be brave. Greet 
him with a smile." 

In those days there was a screened room in mid prisoners 
talked with their visitors. A heavy screen stood between the 
prisoner and his visitor, making it impossible for anyone to 
pass anything to the inmates, such as dope, poison, or guns. 

Mrs. Kelly knew that we had a screened visiting room. 

. “I wonder if you would grant me a favor, Warden?” she 
said pensively. 

“Yes, indeed," I replied. "What is it?” 

“I wonder," she raised her tear-dimmed eyes and smiled, 


as he would be in the visiting room. I'll be watching them." 

I decided to let her see Kelly in the office. 

She was very appreciative. Then she did something that 
completely dissipated any lingering suspicion I might have 
had. She said she had some money she wanted to leave for 
him and she wanted to know if I would buy him a few books, 
some cigars and a number of toilet articles. I told her I 
would be glad to purchase these articles for her husband. 

Then I called the shoe shop where Kelly was employed 
and instructed the keeper to send Kelly to my office. She 
broke down and cried like a baby when her good-looking, 
safe-cracking husband entered my office. She threw her 
arms around his neck and sobbed heart-brokenly. The 
cracksman's eyes were filled with tears. 

"Why did you come here, darling?" he asked. “You 
shouldn't have come to this place. I told you to stay away.” 

They sat and talked of this and that. Their actions were 
the actions of people who were thinking of nothing but each 
other. 

' Kelly was trying to convince her that he was through with 
the underworld and she was telling him how happy she would 
be if he would only go straight. 

“This is the last prison I'll ever bein," he said. ‘When I get 
out of here, darling, I'm going to work and make you happy. 
No more bank stick-ups for me!” 

Presently she prepared to leave. 

She said she didn't want to stay too long. 
been very kind," she said. 
privilege." 

“Yes,” Kelly cut in, "it was very fine of you, Warden, to 
let me see my wife in your office and I appreciate it more than 
I can tell you." 

“Oh, that's all right," I replied. 

The telephone rang. I had to turn a little to answer it. 
The next second, hearing a sound, I turned to face Kelly and 


“The Warden's 
“I don't want to abuse this, 


* Denver 


his wife and looked into the muzzle of a revolver. 

"Put that receiver down," said Kelly in even tones. 

I did as directed, meanwhile watching him closely. 

"Listen to what I've got to say," he went on, "and then do 
some quick thinking! I've already done mine, and I'll tell 
you what I'm going to do. I'm going out of here with my 
wife—or, I’m going to kill you and kill her and kill myself. 
If you do what I say, all of us will live. If you dón't—the 
three of us will die!" 

He was not excited. His voice was even and steady and 
his eyes never wavered. He was seated a few feet from me, 
at my left, as I faced the desk. He had not lowered his gun. 


“TAKE that gat out of his hip pocket, dear,” he directed 
his wife. ; 

She took the gun out of my pocket. 

"What do you want me to do?" I asked him. 

“Call that door man in here." 

The door man to whom he referred was stationed at the 
big iron gate which separated my office from the administra- 
tion building outside the prison walls. He unlocked 
and locked the gate when anybody entered or left the 
prison. 

I was thinking fast as he talked. 

“I wonder if I can bluff this fellow?" I thought. 

No, I concluded that I couldn't bluff him. He meant 


There 
I decided to do as he said, 
because I was convinced that he would kill me if I didn't. 
I called the door man into my office. 
Kelly leveled his gun at him, took the key from him, and 


what he said. He was a cold-blooded proposition. 
was a metallic ring to his voice. 


backed him into the closet. 
closet and locked it. 


Then he bácked me into the 


AT least fifteen minutes had flitted by before the gate- 
keeper and I succeeded in battering down the door of the 
closet. Mr. and Mrs. Kelly had gone. I grabbed the tele- 
phone to give an alarm, only to find that he had cut the wires 
before he left. I dashed over to the administration building 
and telephoned the Beecham Police Department. Then I 
went back to my office and ordered all the prison shops closed. 
Maybe I didn’t curse myself for falling for that good-look- 
ing brunette’s suave line of chatter! It was the first time in 
all my prison experience of twenty-odd years that I had ever 
been tricked. I felt like a dunce. Mr. Jack Kelly, alias 
“Denver Dude,” and his beautiful companion had outwitted 
me. I was licked to a frazzle and I admitted it. 
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Within a very few minutes I had decided what I was going 
to do. 

There would be rumors ot crookedness from the press and 
from the public. There would be all kinds of intimations 
that I had been “fixed” by Kelly’s underworld friends. Kelly 
was a bank burglar, an underworld aristocrat who was known 
to be “well heeled” with the coin of the realm. I had always 
been strictly on the level. No crook had ever been able to 
buy me. If I had been crooked I could have been a rich man. 
I had had opportunities galore to grab plenty of dirty money, 
but had never taken a nickel. These facts, however, might 
easily be forgotten when once the finger of suspicion was 
leveled at me. 

Further still, I was aware of the fact that there would be 
intimations of incompetency from at least two members of 
the prison board. Two gentlemen on that board were very 
good enemies of mine. I anticipated all these things and then 
I proceeded to play my hand. 

At a meeting of the board next day, I offered them my 
resignation, which was refused. I told them I couldn't stay 
at the prison any longer. I had to do 
something to wipe out this black mark 
against me. There was only one thing 
I could do. I put that one proposition 
up to the board. 

"Gentlemen," I said, "I want an ex- 
tended leave of absence without pay. 
I may be gone a month and I may be 
gone a year. I will never rest until I 
have captured John Kelly and the 
woman who tricked me. I'm leaving the 
prison to-night and I'll not re- 
turn until I've captured those 
two crooks.” 

The board voted confidence in 
my administration and assured me 
that there was no occasion for 
my turning detective. But they 
saw that my mind was made up, 
so, after appointing my first 
deputy to act in my place, they 
gave me an extended leave of absence. 


HERE had been no word from the 

various police departments throughout 
the State about Kelly and his wife. No- 
body had seen them leave the prison, and 
apparently no one in Beecham or the surrounding 
countryside had seen them since their escape. If 
the earth had opened and swallowed them they 
couldn’t have disappeared any more mysteriously. 

From Kelly's prison record I obtained the names 
and addresses of the various people with whom he 
had corresponded during the year he was at Beecham. Letters 
had gone out to San Francisco, St. Louis, Omaha, Chicago, 
St. Paul and Louisville. His wife had written him from 
Chicago. This seemed like a promising lead. 

I decided that my first move would be to go to Chicago 
and check up on the clever woman who had smuggled into the 
prison the gun with which Kelly had made his getaway. If 
she had actually lived there I was quite confident that I would 
be able to get a line on her. 


WITHIN three days after Kelly’s daring escape I was 
registered at the Great Northern Hotel in Chicago and 
had started out to the Wabash Avenue address where the 
adroit and good-looking Mrs. John Kelly was supposed to 
have lived. It proved to be an apartment hotel in a very 
good section of the city. A discreet inquiry brought the 
astonishing information that no one by the name of Mrs. 
John Kelly had ever lived there! 

“There ain't nobody yere by that name," the colored door 
man said. “No Kellys has ever lived in this yere house, 
boss." Sd 
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I looked over the copy of the prison correspondence record 
which I had in my pocket. There it was—''Mrs. John Kelly, 
No. —— Wabash Avenue.” 

“This is damned strange," I thought. “Kelly sent her 
letters to this address and she answered him, and now they 
tell me that she never lived here!" 

No fewer than twelve letters had been sent to that Wabash 
Avenue apartment house during the time that "Denver 
Dude" had been in the New England prison. There was 
absolutely no question about it. If only one letter had been 
sent, I might have concluded that the prison mail clerk had 
made a mistake, but he certainly could not have made 
twelve mistakes. . 

I concluded that the door man had been 'bribed to deny 
that Mrs. John Kelly had ever lived there. Anyway,in many 
apartment hotels the servants are forbidden to give informa- 
tion about the residents. Finally I learned the name of the 
renting agent and went to see him. I said I was looking for 
an old friend by the name of Kelly. Were there, by any 
chance, any people by that name in the apartment hotel at 
No. —— Wabash Avenue? 

“Kelly!” he exclaimed. - “There are no Kellys in my house. 
No,” he deliberated, 'we've never had a Kelly in that house.” 

I left his office more mystified than ever. The next day 
I tried the telephone office. I got the same story there. 
There was no Kelly with a private telephone in that particular 
Wabash Avenue apartment house. 

A visit to the post-office that handled the mail in that 
neighborhood did not prove much more encouraging. The 
superintendent called the clerk who sorted the mail for that 
district. The man had no recollection of handling mail ad- 
dressed to a Mrs. John Kelly on Wabash Avenue, but he ad- 
mitted that it was possible for him to have handled it and not 
recall it. 

I was a much mystified amateur sleuth after these experi- 
ences, but in spite of all evidence to the contrary I still be- 
lieved that Mrs, Kelly had lived at that address. The prison 
récords were accurate. 
There was no possibility 
of their making twelve 
mistakes. j 


WELL, to tell you the 

truth, I didn’t know 
what to do. Like a drown- 
ing man grasping at the 
proverbial straw, I put in 
a long-distance call for 
Beecham. I was haunted 
with the idea that the mail 
clerk at the prison might 
have made a mistake, 
might have confused 
Kelly’s correspondence 
with some other pris- 
oner's. 

“No mistake," the pris- 
on mail clerk came back 
over the telephone. “Kelly 
wrote twelve letters to 
that Wabash Avenue ad- 
dress!" 

I was so thoroughly 
convinced that something 
was wrong that I went 
back to have another 
talk with the post-office 
superintendent at the sub- 
station. Somebody, some- 
where, was protecting 
Kelly and his bs I de- 
cided. Please understand 
that I hadn't told any San Bernardino, 
of the people with whom 
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31st, 1929. 


Second Prize $5 


Alice Stevenson, 
337 Eleventh Street, 
California. 
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CASH FOR OPINIONS 


WHEN you have read this issue of TRUE 
DETECTIVE MYSTERIES Magazine, let us 
know what you think of the stories it contains. 
Which story is best? Which do you like the 
least? Why? Have you any helpful suggestions 


Ten dollars will be paid to the person whose 
letter, in the opinion of judges in charge of these 
the most in 
criticism; $5 to the letter considered second best; 


Address your opinions to the Judges of Award, 
c/o TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES, 1926 Broad- 
way, New York, N. Y. This contest closes March 


The three awards will be made promptly. 


PRIZES 
for opinions on the 
November TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES 
were awarded as follows: 
First Prize $10 


Abraham Eber, 
532 Ninth Avenue, North, St. Petersburg, Florida. 


True Detective Mysteries 


I talked that Kelly was an escaped convict and that I 
was the Warden of the prison from which he had escaped. I 
now thought I might receive more consideration from the 
post-office officials if I told them who I was. I knew that 
post-office officials frequently helped detectives to. catch 
criminals by tabbing their mail. So I introduced myself to 
the superintendent when I called on him the second time. 

I identified myself, and gave him details of Kelly's career 
and nis escape. I exhibited my copy of the prison correspon- 
dence records showing that Kelly had written twelve letters 
to Mrs. John Kelly, all of which were addressed to the Wabash 
Avenue apartment house. 

“Now,” I concluded, “there must be something wrong. 
There can be no doubt about this matter. Frankly, I think 
somebody's protecting this crook.” 

The superintendent scanned the copy of the prison corre- 
spondence record carefully. 


"BY George," he exclaimed, “I agree with you, Mr. Hart! 
Now let's see what we can do.” 

He called in the mail clerk. 

“Are you certain that you have never received any mail 
for a Mrs. John Kelly at No. —— Wabash Avenue?” 

"Well," said the clerk, "I wouldn't swear to it, Chief, but 
I am reasonably certain, and I can't recall having seen that 
name. I might have seen it, but I don't remember it." 

Then the superintendent called in the carrier who had the 
route in which the Wabash Avenue apartment house was 
located. 

“The carrier on the route will know,” the superintendent 
said. “Send him in." 

“You mean Markey, don't you?" 

“Markey, yes," the superintendent replied. ‘That's the 
fellow. He's been on that route for two years." 

* Markey's not here," the mail sorter said. ‘‘Ben suspended 
him yesterday for being drunk,” 

The “Ben” to whom the clerk referred was the boss of the 
letter - carriers. The su- : 
perintendent said .that 
Markey was the man 
who could probably solve 
the problem. He gave 
me his address. 


HEN I found 
Thomas Markey in 
his Cottage Grove Ave- 
. nue home he was still 
pretty well jingled. I 
hesitated about telling 
him who I was and what 
I wanted. After a little 
serious thought I de- 
cided that I wouldn't 
tell him I was the War- 
. den of a New England 
prison searching for an 
escaped convict.  In- 
stead, I told him that I- 
was a friend of Mr. and 
Mrs. John Kelly. Mar- 
key’s attitude aroused my 
suspicion immediately. 
When I asked him about 
Mrs. Kelly he said: 

“Mrs. John Kelly? 
You’re a friend of Mrs. 
John Kelly?” 

“An old friend,” I 
lied. ‘I’ve known: her 
for years and I have 
known.her husband, Jack 
Kelly, too, for almost as 

: (Continued on page 92) 
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Third Prize $3 


Lydia F. Keck, 
312 Evergreen Avenue, 
Elmhurst, Illinois. 
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(Continued from page 41) 


Camden officials arrived on the 
scene. The coroners from the two coun- 
ties were firm in the belief that Paul had 
not been dead more than forty-eight hours, 
for the body was in an excellent state of 
preservation, 

Here was a case of out-and-out murder. 
But several perplexing questions presented 
themselves: Where had Paul been between 
the time he disappeared and the time he 
was slain? And who had done the kill- 
ing? Was the bank runner kidnaped the 
day he disappeared, held prisoner, and then 
finally murdered? Or had he been robbed 
and slain after splurging on the money he 
had absconded with? Had one of his 
numerous "lady friends" acted as a decoy? 

I gave the territory near the grave a 
careful once-over.  Footprints were con- 
spicuots by their absence, as the ground 
was carpeted by fallen leaves and thick 
grass. ‘The body had been found a few 
feet in from the road. Still further in, and 
just a short distance from the grave, was 
a creek known as Bread and Cheese Run. 

i walked over to the edge of the nar- 
row stream, and the first thing I noticed 
was a large log, which lay lengthwise 
across the water. A foot or so above the 
log was an old, makeshift rustic bridge. 
On the side of the bridge nearest the log 
I noticed some mud which looked as if 
it had been dropped there from dirty shoes. 
Looking again at the log, I saw that the 
bark was marked in one place, as if 
something had been tied to it. 

At this point, the thought of the wring- 
ing-wet coat in the grave struck me be- 
tween the eyes, so to speak. Had Paul 
been dropped into the stream and tied to 
the log before being buried? If so, why? 
It then occurred to me that there could 
be only one reason. So, without saying 
what was on my mind, I took a small 
bottleful. of water from the creek and 
put it in my pocket. 

The body was removed to Kline’s under- 
taking establishment in Vincentown, near- 
by. There, the two county physicians per- 
formed a post-mortem, and came to the 
conclusion that David Paul had been mur- 
dered by blows on the head and two re- 
volver shots through the face. The doc- 
tors also made the positive assertion that 


other 


the man had not been dead more than 
forty-eight hours. 
HEN I returned to Mount Holly 


that night, I immediately went to a 
chemist and told him to analyze the water 
which I had taken from the creek. 

“What do you expect to find 
Ellis?” he asked. 

“I won't answer that question,” I re- 
plied. “What I want you to do is to tell 
me what you find in it!” 

Next day, I returned to the Bread and 
Cheese Run, near where the body had been 
found, and probed the waters for anything 
which might turn out to be a clue. I was 
not long in locating a pair of eye-glasses. 
At first I was elated, thinking they might 
have been worn by the slayer—but was 
quickly disappointed when the glasses were 
identified as Paul's. 

At this juncture of the investigation, 
my secretary, Miss Anna Yoos (now Mrs. 
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ended in an evening 


NSTEAD of dangerous “crude 
dyes” that do not fool anyone, 
you now call back the original girl- 
hood color to your hair. Simply 
comb in a clear water-like liquid 
containing elements that give nat- 
ural shade. If auburn, hair reverts 
to auburn—if black, black returns. 
This scientific way defies detec- 
tion. 3,000,000 women have used it. 
Makes hair live looking and lus- 
trous. Will not wash off. May be 
applied only to gray parts. Keeps 
hair easy to curl. 

Test free by sending coupon—or 
go to nearest drug store. Few cents’ 
worth restores color perfectly. 
Money returned if not amazed. 


MARY T. GOLDMAN'S 


Hair Color Resforer ' 


Make Free Test at Home 
1 


You try it first on a single lock of 
your hair to see what it does. Thus 
have no fear of results. 


Then simply comb thís water-like 
liquid through your hair. Clean. 
safe. Takes only 7 or 8 minutes. 


Arrange hair and watch color grad- 
ually creep back. Restoration will be 
perfect and complete. 


pa=---=-TEST FREE ------- 


~ 
z 
Mary T. Goldman, 371-C Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. : 
I 
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..dark brown......... medium 
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For three generations women have 
used Dr. Charles’ Flesh Food. 50c 
the box, $1 the jar, at any druggist. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


Herman Bading), and I began a syste- 
matic quiz of just about everybody in 
Tabernacle. After three futile days, I 
came across a man who said that he had 
seen a high-powered yellow touring-car, 
with curtains drawn, enter Irick’s Cause- 
way along about dusk on October 13th— 
three days before the body was found! 

“Did you notice the driver of the car?” 
I asked. 

“Yes—a girl was driving.” 

“What did she look like?” 

“She had red hair, and certainly was a 
pippin! She wore a bright-green velvet 
dress.” 

“Did you know her?” 

“Never saw her before.” 

‘Did you notice anyone else in the car?” 

“There wasn’t anybody else in the front 
seat. I couldn’t see if anybody was in the 
back seat, because the curtains were 
down.” 

“How old was the girl?” 

“Oh, about twenty-five or so.” 

“Did the machine bear a New Jersey 
license?” 

“Yes, but I didn’t catch the number.” 

“Did you see the car come out of the 
woods?” 

“No, I only saw it go in. 
any more about it.” 

This sounded like a tip of the hottest 
variety, so I spent the next two days 
tracing every yellow car in South Jersey. 
Somehow or other, the news leaked out 
that I was hunting for a woman with 
a green velvet dress, and I found out 
months afterward that something like a 
dozen green velvet dresses had been 
destroyed by women who had absolutely 
no connection with Paul or the murder! 

I finally succeeded in locating a bright- 
yellow touring-car which answered the 
description of the one seen going into the 
pines. I found it in a garage in a South 
Jersey town, and was informed that it 
belonged to a wealthy man who lived not 
far from the garage. I went to the home 
of the owner of the car, and a maid an- 
swered the door. I inquired if the master 
was about, and was informed that he had 
not been home for a month. He had left 
town on a business trip, it seemed. The 
maid told me, however, that her mistress 
was home. I asked to see her. 


I didn’t think 


HEN the woman came to the door, I 
noticed that she had red hair! I re- 
vealed my identity, and she nervously in- 
vited me in.... Well, to make a long 
story short, my hopes were soon blasted, 
for the woman didn’t have the slightest 
connection with the crime. She admitted 
to me that she had gone into the pines with 
another man on the night of October 13th. 
“For God's sake, don’t ever let my hus- 
band hear of this!” she begged, as I left. 
Just another hot tip gone up in smoke! 
During the time that I was running 
down the yellow car, my assistants were 
busy searching deserted cabins in all parts 
of the Pine Belt, in the hope of uncover- 
ing a clue which would lead to the un- 
raveling of the riddle surrounding Paul’s 
disappearance and death. Nothing of any 
consequence was found. To say that we 
were desperate by this time, is wording 
it gently. 
Meanwhile, Doran’s men in Camden had 
uncovered certain information of con- 
siderable interest. They found that Paul 


had been a frequenter of a bungalow in 
Clementon, several miles south of Camden, 
which had been the scene of numerous 
gay parties featured by wine, women and 
song. 

Frank James, of Camden, a young auto- 
mobile-truck salesman of considerable 
standing in the community, had, with some 
friends, rented this bungalow and named 
t “Lollipop Inn.” James, although a sup- 
posedly devoted husband and father, had 
taken girls to the bungalow on numerous 
occasions, Doran learned. And, more than 
once, he had been accompanied by David 
Paul. x 

When Doran came across this infor- 
mation, James was out of town on a 
business trip, his employers said. So the 
sleuth left word for James to get in touch 
with him upon his return. A day later, 
Doran found a witness who said he had 
seen James and Paul holding a conver- 
sation on a street in Camden about one- 
twenty-five o'clock on the afternoon of 
October 5th—five minutes after Paul had 
called at the First National Bank. 


Toa where were they holding the con- 
versation?” asked Doran. 

“Half a block down the street from the 
First National Bank.” 

“Did you happen to overhear what they 
were talking about?” 

“No. I just noticed the two of them 
standing on the sidewalk as I passed by.” 

The next day James, a mild-mannered 


fellow in his late twenties, walked into 
Headquarters and asked for Doran. 
"Im Doran,".said the man of whom 


James made inquiry. 

“I’m Frank James, Mr. Doran. Did you 
want to see me?” 

"Oh, yes, Mr. James. Have a seat." 
Doran motioned him to a chair, and seated 
himself. “What do you know about David 
Paul, Mr. James?" 

"You mean the bank runner who dis- 
appeared ?" 

“Yes,” 

“Oh, I know a little about him—knew 
him personally. I've been out om parties 
with him down at Lollipop Inn, a bunga- 
low we boys have down in Clementon. 
The old boy was ‘strong for the girls,’ and 
was always pestering me to take him 
along on wild parties.... Have you 
caught up with him yet?” 

“Paul has been murdered.” 

“Murdered!” Some of the color left 
James’ face. 

“I understand you saw him just before 
he vanished.” 

“Sure, I saw him just after he had been 
at the First National Bank. He saw 
me on the street, stopped me and pestered 
me to fix up a party at the bungalow, 
but I put him off, saying that I had to 
leave town on business. As a matter of 
fact, I did leave town that afternoon.” 

“Have you any idea who might have 
killed Paul?” 

“None whatever! I don’t suppose the 
old bird had any enemies. Probably some- 
body bumped him off to get the dough 
he usually carried for the bank.” 

“Where did you and Paul part on the 
afternoon of October 5th?” 

“Right where we met. We talked for 
only a few minutes.” 

“Where did you go then?” 

“Over to Philly.” 

“What did you do there?” 


“I met some girls I know, and went on 
a party." 

“Now, Mr. James," said Doran, “these 
women that Paul ran around with—would 


they have murdered him, or acted as 
decoys for a killer?" 
“Oh, no! They were quite harmless— 


wouldn't hurt a fly !" 

James was then dismissed. But some- 
thing about the man's demeanor had led 
Doran to believe that he wasn't telling all 
he knew. So the detective immediately 
put a “shadow” on the man. 


Y this time, the chemist had given me 

the anxiously awaited report on his 
analysis of the bottleful of water which 
I had taken from the creek. And, believe 
me, it was music to my tired ears! 

He informed me that the water .con- 
tained large quantities of tannic acid, 
which is a well-known preservative, used 
in the treatment of hides and leather! The 
acid, it was pointed out, probably came 
from the roots of large oak trees in the 
vicinity of Bread and Cheese Run. 

“In that event,” I asked, “would it have 
been possible for the body of David Paul 
to have been in the water of that creek 
for several days without showing any 
signs of decomposition?” 

“Positively!” was the astounding reply 
of the chemist. “You could leave a body 
in that water for a year, and it wouldn't 
show the slightest signs of decompo- 
sition !" 

Now, at last, I knew where Paul liad 
been during those nine days between the 
time of his disappearance and the time of 
his burial. He had been tied to that log 
in the creek—dead ! 

This threw a different light on the case. 
It meant that the man had probably been 
murdered on the day of his disappearance. 
In that event, the slaying had undoubtedly 
been carefully planned by someone who 
knew Pauls routine thoroughly. And, 
moreover, by someone who was aware of 
the peculiar quality of the water in Bread 
and Cheese Run! 

Armed with these deductions, we were 
now able to eliminate from the case, as 
the possible criminals, New York gunmen 
or others who were strangers to South 
Jersey. We felt certain that the slaying 
was what we know as “a local job." The 
placid creek had come to the front as a 
witness of paramount “importance! 

Just about this time, a young fellow 
from Medford, named Lloyd Wright, 
visited the spot where the body had been 
found. His curiosity aroused, Wright 
snooped around here and there, in search 
of a clue. Finding. nothing, he started 
back home along Irick’s Causeway. When 
he had gone a few hundred yards, he saw 
something lying a few feet in from the 
road. Picking it up, Wright found it to 
be part of the lining of an automobile 
door. 

I was sitting-in my office when Wright 
rushed in. 

"Look what 
Causeway !" 
auto lining. 

Examining it, I noticed that it was 
stained, and that it had apparently been 
ripped from the machine. The stains 
looked like blood, and a chemical analysis, 
hastily performed, bore out my belief. 

Night was falling when I rushed to 


I found along Irick’s 
he exclaimed, displaying the 
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Stop 
It Now, 


ITHIN the next few months 

scarcely one of your family, your 
neighbors, your fellow-employees will 
escape colds. It may mean only a week's 
discomfort and unpleasantness. Yet 
there may be days lost—days spent in 
bed—perhaps doctors and their accom- 
panying expense. Perhaps prolonged 
illness when complications set in. Suffer- 
ing and worry follow—then the critical 
days and nights when all but hope is 
lost—and death itself knocks at the door 
and claims its victims. THIS MAY BE 
YOU OR ONE NEAR TO YOU. 


How needless this is—to gamble thus 
with life itself. For coughs and colds can 
be prevented so easily and simply. Why 
be in doubt—why not inform yourself 
now and be prepared against this annual 
invasion of mankind’s great enemy. 

When danger lurks in every cough— 


when thousands each year succumb to 
colds—when millions right now carry 
the beginnings of serious ills in the many 
forms of catarrh—WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING TO PROTECT YOURSELF? 
Influenza will again take its toll in 
lives this year. Tonsilitis, bronchitis, 
grippe, quinsy and pneumonia will run 
the score up to amazing totals. Half of 
the illness today and a great percentage 
of deaths have their start in coughs and 
colds. This need not be—you can pre- 
vent colds, you can banish coughs. 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


Macfadden Publications, Inc. 50 
Desk T. D. 3, Macfadden Building, 
1926 Broadway. N. Y. C. 


Send me at once C. O. D., Colds, Coughs and 
Catarrh. I will pay the postman $3.00 plus 
postage. If after 5 days I do not wish to keep 
the book, I will return it and you will return 
the price paid. 

(Book shipped prepaid when cash accompanies 
order.) 
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COLDS, COUGHS AND CATARRH 
By Bernarr Macfadden 


For years readers of PHvsicAL CUL- 
TURE Magazine have wanted this book— 
countless letters reached Mr. Macfadden 
seeking his aid, his suggestions and 
advice on how to prevent and cure this 
scourge that sweeps the country yearly. 
His correspondence on the subject of 
colds, coughs and catarrh was tremen- 
dous—the demand for knowledge on 
these subjects was unceasing. Finally, 
from his long personal study, from his 
knowledge acquired through years of 
contact with every phase of the subject 
and from his great experience in Physical 
Culture methods of which he is the 
acknowledged pioneer and leader, ap- 
pears this great contribution to the 
public. This book is destined to become 
the one great book on this subject. It 
has already met with such wide approval 
that it is now marked as the outstanding 
book in its field. 


This book places before you knowl- 
edge and information never before 
available. It reveals in simple, clear 
language—so that all can understand— 
much that has been obscure till now— 
it tells you what causes colds, coughs 
and catarrh—their menace to health 
and life—their sapping of bodily vigor 
and their economic drain on the victim 
and his family. Treatment and cure 
of these ills is covered thoroughly and 
in no uncertain manner. Finally and 
most important of all!— 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


Mr. Macfadden wants every reader of 
TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES to own this 
book—so that you can get it without delay 
and inconvenience, he has given directions 
that a copy is to be sent C. O. D. You need 
send no money now—just fill out the coupon 
and mail it today. The book will be sent to 
vou by return mail. You pay the postman 
$3.00 plus a few cents for postage. If at the 
end of five days, you do not think that 
Colds, Coughs, and Catarrh is worth much 
more than $3.00 return the book and your 
money will be cheerfully refunded. If you 
care to send cash with order—we will send 
the book postpaid. 


or loveliest Lashes 
Be Sure Its Maybelline 


po it is now very correct to deftly 


emphasize the eyelashes. Darken 
them to bring out the lovely pools of 
fascinatin in in the eyes. But be 
very careful of this: 

When you purchase a beautifier for the 
eyelashes, insist upon Maybelline. Beau- 
tiful women the world over have found 
this dainty beautifier not only delightful to 
use, but harmless and safe. Maybelline 
does not stiffen or break the eyelashes. It 
instantly darkens them and makes even 
scant lashes appear long and luxuriant— 
but always natural! Truly, there is noth- 
ing else just like Maybelline. Make sure 
you get the genuine. The lovely Maybelline 
girl on each box is your guide. 


Solid or Waterproof Liquid Maybelline, Black 
or} Brown, 75c at all Toilet Goods Counters. 


GET RID 


OF YOUR F* A T 


Free Trial Treatment 
SU sent on request. Ask for my “pay- 
when-reduced" offer. I have success- 
fully reduced thousands of persons, 
without starvation diet or burden- 
some exercise, often at a rapid rate. 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 
State of New York 286 Fifth Ave., New York Desk M 
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E your hair darken- 
ing? Is it dull? 
Faded? Streaked? 
Bring back its true 

olden beauty with 

londex, the special 
shampoo for blondes 
only. Gives new lifeand 
sparkle to dull, faded 
hair — keeps it light, 
bright and lovely. Safe 
— no dyes or harsh 
chemicals — fine for 
scalp. Used bya million 
Liondes, At all lead- 
ing drug and depart- 
ment stores, 
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Camden with the piece of lining. A little 
reflection as to my knowledge of auto- 
mobiles led me to believe that it had come 
from a Ford. Arriving at Headquarters, 
I double-timed it to Doran's office. I had 
a hunch. ... 

“What kind of a car does that James 
fellow own?" I asked Doran. 

"I don't know, Ellis. Why?" 

"Well, here's a piece of automobile 
lining that was found in Irick's Cause- 
way. If we find the car that this was 
torn from, I think we'll soon clear up this 
case |” 


S James had been the only person 

questioned at length in connection 
with Pauls disappearance, my first 
thought, naturally, was to see if the dis- 
carded lining had been torn from his ma- 
chine. I had to rush back to Mount Holly, 
so Doran, with the blood-stained lining in 
his pocket, drove to James' residence. No- 
body was home. The canny sleuth then 
went to the rear of the house. The garage 
was locked, but he decided that he could 
break into it unnoticed under cover of 
darkness. 

Entering the garage, Doran found a 
Ford sedan. Examination of the interior 
of the machine disclosed the arresting fact 
that new lining had replaced the original 
lining on the left-hand rear door! 

Doran carefully pried off the new lin- 
ing, and noticed that the tacks with which 
it had been fastened had been driven into 
different parts of the door from the tacks 
which had been used in the original lin- 
ing. The holes of the latter tacks were 
still quite plain, and when the lining which 
Wright had found was placed next to 
them, it matched up perfectly, proving 
beyond a shadow of doubt that the blood- 
stained lining had come from James’ car. 

James was picked up later that night, 
and charged with the murder. 

But the prisoner protested his innocence, 
under hours of grilling, and nothing could 
shake him. The stained lining? Why, 
certainly, that came from his car, James 
admitted, but the stains were not blood; 
they had been made when a bottle of wine 
was spilled, and he changed the lining to 
hide the evidence of a party from his 
wife! It all sounded pretty good. 

Detectives went to James' place of em- 
ployment—an automobile salesroom—and 
found that the man had been absent from 
noon on the day of Paul's disappearance 
until several days later. However, this 
fact was not particularly incriminating, 
in so far as James was concerned, for 
his duties as a truck salesman had necessi- 
tated his being in and out of the sales- 
room, with no particular schedule of 
hours. When he went out to interview a 


prospective buyer, he was not required to 
make a report of the call. So, when he 
absented himself. from his office for 
several days, nothing was thought of it. 
His employers merely thought that their 
star salesman was out lining up a big 
order. 

When questioned closely as to where 
he had been for some days after October 
5th, the prisoner confided to the police 
that most of the time had been spent 
with various "lady friends’—some mar- 
ried and some single. Asked for their 
names, James refused, on the grounds 
that he considered it "dishonorable" to 
violate the trust which the women had 
placed in him. 

When the police saw they were getting 
nowhere with James, it was decided to 
probe his past activities in the hope of 
squeezing information of value from an 


acquaintance. Among others, a neighbor 
was quizzed. 

"Know anything about this fellow 
James?" asked Doran. 


“Nothing, only that he cleaned up a lot 
of dough recently !" 

"Where?" 

"I don't know. He merely told me that 
he had gotten into the ‘big money’.” 

“How did he happen to tell you?” 

"Well, I had asked him to back me in 
a business deal, so one night, about two 
weeks ago, he called up and said that he 
would back me, as he had 'cleaned up a 
pile of change’.” 

“Can you fix the date of that call?” 

The man consulted some papers, and 
said that James had called him on the 
night of October 5th. 

“How come you made a record of the 
date?” asked Doran. 

"I always mark down the date of any- 
thing important.” 

“How much money did James say he 
had cleaned up?” 

“Piles of it—but all I needed was ten 
thousand.” 


ORAN'S investigations now led him to 

the trail of Raymond Schuck, a highly 
respected married man, who was a mana- 
ger for the Eastern Telephone Company 
in Camden. 

Schuck was a pal of James, and the two 
men often went out in James’ car with 
women whose reputations were anything 
but spotless. It was further disclosed that 
Schuck had been visiting a married woman 
in Philadelphia for more than a year. 

The woman in question, a beauty, was 
not living with, her husband. It was 
learned from her friends that Schuck had 
posed as a single man, and that the two 
planned to be married as soon as the girl 
obtained her divorce. Schuck was in his 


They Made Dance History! 


‘THE March issue of THE Dance MacaziNE begins the story of Fanchon and 
Marco, a brother and sister who were once an obscure pair struggling to gain a 


foothold in the world of the theater. 


A certain idea came to them, and as a result 


they are now known from coast to coast as the producers of the stage spectacles that 
delight the patrons of theaters on the West Coast. Read THE BIG IDEA OF 


FANCHON AND MARCO, and learn what courageous people do to overcome ap- 
parently insuperable obstacles. 
This is only one of a list of feature articles that make the March issue of THE 
Dance MacaAziNE the Magazine of Show Business. 
Don't miss this number of THE DANCE MaGazineE, a Macfadden Publication, on 
all news stands the 23rd of February. Thirty-five cents per copy. 


late twenties, and the girl, whom we shall 


merely call "Mary," was considerably 
younger than that. 
Mary lived with her married sister. 


Neither the girl, her sister, nor the sister's 
husband had any money to speak of, yet 
Mary had blossomed forth in a new and 
expensive fur coat on October 7th! By this 
time we felt that we were getting 
“warm”! 

It was at this stage of the game that 
I decided to pull a fast one. We did not 
know where the murder had been com- 
mitted, but there is a law in New Jersey 
which stipulates that a person may be 
tried for a killing in the county where 
the body is found. Accordingly, I ar- 
ranged with the Camden authorities for 
James’ secret transfer to Mount Holly, 
the seat of Burlington County. This was 
done. 

I knew that James would not crack, 
even if he was guilty, unless he knew we 
had the goods on him, for I had sized 
him up as a very smart fellow. I talked 
with him on a couple of occasions the first 
day he was in my custody—but not about 
the murder. I had met him at a county 
fair in Mount Holly the year before and 
we dwelt at length on the circumstances 
surrounding our first—and second !—meet- 
ings. All the time I was sizing up my 
man, I talked to him in friendly and 
humane fashion—which always carries a 
detective considerably further than the 
third degree, to which I am unalterably 
opposed. 


HE day after James was brought to 

Mount Holly, the Grand Jury was 
called to investigate the murder. Among 
other witnesses subpoenaed to appear, was 
Raymond Schuck, James’ friend. Schuck 
didn’t know why he had been subpoenaed. 
He had not yet even been questioned about 
the crime. 


My official duties prevent me from 
divulging just what went on in the jury 
room. Suffice to say that, after I had 


questioned Schuck before the jurors, the 
panel ordered the man arrested in connec- 
tion with the killing of David Paul! 

I took Schuck directly from the Grand 
Jury room to the jail. I left him in the 
Warden's office, in the custody of a jail 
attaché, and went through the jail, hunt- 
ing for Harry King, the turnkey. As I 
walked through the corridors, I sensed 
that all was not right. I didn't know why 
I felt that way, but I had a feeling that 
something ill was in the wind. 

T hunted high and low for King, but 
couldn't find him. This was rather un- 
usual. As I was about to pass from 
one room to another, I noticed a shadow, 
apparently that of a man hiding on the 
other side of the passageway between the 
two rooms. 

I drew my gun, and demanded: 

"Who's there?" 

No answer. Then I shouted: 

“Step out and let me see you, 
shoot!” 

A man, holding a heavy furnace poker 
in his hand, leaped into the range of my 


or [I'll 


vision. I demanded that he drop the 
poker. He did so, and I marched him 
into the Warden's office and had him 


handcuffed in the presence of Schuck. The 
man turned out to be Harry Asay, serving 
"a term for drunkenness. 
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Beautiful ~< 


= Lamps 


newest fashion of fashionable people. 


These attractive lamps are a brilliant 
bargain, a shining example of Spear Value! 
ought a tremendous quantity, at the lowest 
price in years, from a manufacturer who was badly 


We 


in need of business. Be the first among your 
friends to have them. But you'll have to act 

quickly—they'll go fast at this price. Send 

only $1.00. All three lamps will be sent you on 

80 days FREE trial. Brighten your home. Put 

cheery light into dreary corners! Add color 

and comfort to your rooms. 


Here they are—a full size floor lamp, an 
adjustable bridge lamp, and a graceful table lamp 
—all 3 shades in glowing rose color or rich blue, 
whichever color you prefer. (Specify color you 
desire). The novelty sha; shades are of lustrous 
Rayon Seco, plaited over rose sateen lining. A wide 
metallic braid is used to trim the top and bottom: 
Each shade is adorned with a distinctive spray of 
Rayon Taffeta flowers. The ornate metal bases are 
Polychrome finish with delightful touches of rose, 
gold and green. fancy metal ornament graces 
each shaft. The shafts themselves are of durable 
metal in the popular bronze finish. 

Each lamp has one socket and connecting 
cord and a two piece plug. Furnished for 
electricity only. No bulbs included. Floor lamp is 
61 in. high with shade 17 x 13 in. Bridge lamp is 57 
in. high with adjustable arm, and shade 11 x 8 in, 
Table lamp is 19 in. high with shade 14 x 9 in. 
Send only $1. These 3 lamps will be sent 
to you on 30 days FREE trial. Use them as your 
own. Show them to your friends. Convince yourself 
that this is the bargain of the year. If you are not 
completely satisfied, even if you should change 
your mind, return them and we will refund every 
cent including transportation charges both ways. 
Order No. DA 2909, for all 3 lamps—Rose 
or BlueShades. Specify your choice. Price 
only $8.98. Terms $1 down, $1 monthly. 


»Spearé Co: 


Dept. M-62 Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Home Furnishers to the People of America 
or 36 Years 


gli perfectly matched 


LAMPS for the 
Price of One! 


Not just 1, not just 2, but all 3 
beautiful lamps—perfectly matched 
—for only $8.98. Yes, all 3 for the 
price you would pay for 1 lamp elsewhere. 
Matched lamps are the latest style—the 


{Specify color 
you desire) 


Use your 
CREDIT 
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l SPEAR & CO., Dept. M-62, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Please send methe Three Lamps as described above. Enclosed 
is $1 first payment. It is understood that at the end of 30 
days trial, if I am satisfied, I will send you $1 monthly. 
Order No. DA 2909. Price $8.98 for all 3 lamps. 
Title to remain with you until paid in full. - 

If you want Rose shades put an X here O 

if you want Blue shades put an X here oO 
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A Sweet Stomach! 


What a pity when youth and vitality 
are set at naught by a disordered stom- 
ach, and bad breath! Don’t have them 
at any agal Hearty eaters hard 
smokers—high livers —find Stuart's a 
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It suddenly dawned on me that the 
poker which Asay had carried might have 
something to do with the non-appearance 
of the turnkey. Going into the jail yard, 
I found King lying there dead, his head 
beaten in. Asay, who had suddenly gone 
insane, had murdered the turnkey! He 
was later committed to an asylum. Schuck, 
still in the Warden's office when the story 
of King's murder was unfolded, was 
greatly affected. I then placed him in a 
cell, telling him I would talk to him later. 

When I returned to my office, I was 
quite shaky. The fact that a dear friend 
of mine had been slain while I was prob- 
ing another murder had unnerved me. I 
had been getting little or no sleep for 
several days, and was near a state of phys- 
ical and mental collapse. But well I 
realized that every second counted. I 
simply had to drive through on my nerve. 

I had sent for Schuck's girl friend, 
Mary, and she awaited me upon my return 
from the jail. I questioned her at length 
about her relations with Schuck. She 
had been living with him for some time, 
she admitted. She loved him deeply, she 
added. 

"When did Raymond buy you your new 
fur coat?" I asked, with some sudden- 
ness. 

"A few weeks ago." 

“Where did he say he got the money?” 

"He told me he won it on the World's 
Series." 

"Did he show you the money ?" 

"Yes, I saw a big roll of bills—mostly 
twenties—but I don't know exactly how 
much he had." 

"On what date did he show you the 
money ?" 

Mary couldn't remember offhand, but, 
by checking certain happenings, she fixed 
the date as the night of October 5th. 

I dismissed Mary, and sent for Schuck. 


“TY AYMOND,” I began, “tell me all you 
know about the murder of David 
Paul!” 

"I'd rather not speak until I get in 
touch with my lawyer, Mr. Parker. ... 
I'm in this thing deeper than you realize." 

“Call your lawyer," I said, indicating 
the telephone. 

"I'm too nervous," was Schuck's reply. 
*You call him for me!" 

I did, and the attorney, who had offices 
in Camden, said he would be "right over." 

But I knew I had to work fast before 
the arrival of Schuck's counsel. The 
prisoner seemed near the breaking point, 
and it’s always a wise plan to question 
a man like that when he's "hot" I 
planned my course of action accordingly. 

"Mary was just in here, Raymond," I 
said, at length, "and tells me you bought 
her an expensive fur coat. She also 
said that you showed her a large roll of 
bills on the night of Paul's disappearance." 

“That’s true," said Schuck. “I won the 
money on the World's Series." 

“Come now, Raymond, don't lie to me. 
You know very well where that money 
came from—and so do I!” 

Schuck stared at me. I merely smiled 
at him. At last he said: 

“Mr. Parker, if you'll take me for an 
automobile ride away from this damned 
jail atmosphere, I'll tell you a few 
things. . . .” 

I willingly complied, and Schuck and 


I were soon spinning along the road in 
my machine, which I purposely headed 
toward Camden. The prisoner was not 
handcuffed; he rode in the front seat with 
me, just like any other passenger. Finally, 
he said: 

“I didn't actually kill Paul... .” 

I waited, without comment. I knew it 
would be only a matter of minutes until 
he would unload the whole story. I knew 
that his conscience was getting the better 
of him! Finally it came out, thus: 

“I swear to God I didn't do it, Mr. 
Parker! Frank James did the job. This 
is how it was: James and I were pals 
for a number of years. We went out on 
wild parties together. About half past 
twelve on October fifth, just after I had 
finished my lunch, James came around to 
my house and told me to get in his car 
and drive him to the First National Bank. 
I complied. He sat in the back, while I 
drove. This struck me as funny, but I 
didn't say anything, for some reason or 
other. 


2 HEN we got to the bank, James told 

me to drive up the street a little 
way. Well, we waited in the car for half 
an hour or so, and then Paul came along. I 
knew Paul, because he had been down 
to Lollipop Inn on some of our parties. 

“James shouted to Paul, and got out 
of the car to greet him. Paul nodded to 
me, and I returned the greeting. James 
and Paul talked on the sidewalk for a 
couple of minutes, and then both of them 
got into the back of the car. 

“We're going to give Dave a lift to 
the Girard Trust’ Company, James said, 
and then told me to drive over to Philly. 
I said that I wouldn't have time, but James 
insisted that I do it. 

"Well, I was going through a side 
street, which was a short cut to the ferry 
to Philly, when all of a sudden I heard 
Paul shout! I turned around, and there 
he was on the floor. James was beating 
him over the head with a tire iron. 

“I stopped the car, and told James that 
I didn't want to be a party to a murder. 
He answered me by sticking a gun in my 
face and telling me it was too late for me 
to get out of it, and that I might just as 
well stay with him. He told me he would 
kill me, too, if I gave an alarm. Then 
James ordered me to drive to Tabernacle. 

“When we were going along a stretch 
of road near Tabernacle, Paul, still living, 
pleaded with James to take the money but 
let him live. James told him to go to hell, 
and then shot him through the face twice. 
I didn't hear anything out of Paul after 
that. 

"After we got to Tabernacle, James 
told me to drive to Irick's Causeway and 
into the pines. He was holding a gun to 
my back all this time. 

"Well, we drove in the pines and tied 
the body to a log in the creek. James 
said the waters of the creek would pre- 
serve the body, and that we could pick it 
up later, bury it, and throw the police off 
the track. 

"James then took the money bag, and 
told me to drive to Lollipop Inn. When 
we got there, he counted the money. There 
must have been about forty thousand 
dollars. He took some, and gave some to 
me, but there was still an awful pile of 
it left. He asked where we would hide 


it, and I suggested my house, as my wife 
was not home. So we drove away from 
the bungalow, and on the way to my place 
we stopped and threw the bag, the torn 
money and some of the checks down a 
sewer. When we got to my house, we hid 
the money. James then left me, and I 
went out and got good and stewed. The 
next day, I felt so bum I had to stay 
in bed. I didn’t work for several days. 

“A couple of days after the—the mur- 
der—I took the money and went to Harley 
Cemetery, in Camden, and hid it in a 
flower-pot on my mother’s grave! It's 
still there, I guess. 

"About a week later, I guess it was, 
James and I went back to the pines and 
buried the body. The body was still fresh- 
looking, and when we buried it, James 
said, ‘I guess that'll fool ’em!’ 

“I didn't mean to get mixed up in this 
thing, Mr. Parker. . . ." 


Y this time, we had arrived in Camden. 

Schuck pointed out to me just where 
they had waited for Paul, where the first 
blow was struck, ef cetera. I then hurried 
back to my office, where Schuck repeated 
his confession in the presence of witnesses, 
thus making it legal. Schuck’s lawyer had 
arrived before our return, and he was 
present when his client insisted upon get- 
ting the confession into the records. 

Schuck cleared up many other points, 
and filled up gaps in the story. No women 
were involved in the crime, he said. The 
blood-stained lining on the car had been 
torn out and thrown in the pines the day 
of the murder. The prisoner supplied the 
name of the hardware store where he and 
James had purchased two shovels with 
which they dug Paul’s grave. 

I thus had an  open-and-shut case 
against James—but I was not ready for 
him just yet. 

After pouring out his confession for the 
second time, Schuck accompanied several 
of my associates and myself by auto to 
Harley Cemetery in Camden, where he 
said the loot was hidden. We entered the 
cemetery about ten o'clock at night, and, 
as the darkness was pitch-black, we had 
considerable difficulty in locating the 
grave of the prisoner’s mother. 

We finally found it, and, while the auto- 
mobile head-lights played on him, Schuck 
calmly walked over to it, removed a plant 
from a flower-pot on top of the grave, and 
produced a large roll of bills, which had 
been reposing in the bottom of the pot. 
Schuck resembled a strange magician as 
he pulled the money from the flower pot, 
in the eerie glare of the head-lamps. 

Just as we were driving out of the 
burial-grounds, a carload of policemen 
passed us at breakneck speed and headed 
for the interior of the cemetery. We found 
out later that they had been hunting us— 
having been informed that several men 
were robbing the graves! 

Arriving back at my office, I had Schuck 
locked up, and sent for Frank James. As 
he entered the room, the hands of the 
clock stood exactly at midnight. It was 
a weird setting. 

I motioned James to have a chair, and 
fastened my eyes on him. "Then I pulled 
the roll of bills out of my pocket and 
tossed them on a desk in front of him. 

"There's the swag from the Paul mur- 
der, Frank,” I said. “Now do you want 
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to tell me all about how this happened?” 

That’s all I said. James looked at the 
money—$30,000.00!—then at the ceiling. 
He rose, and paced up and down the 
room for a minute or two. Then: 

“God, it’s no use, Mr. Parker! You've 
got me! IJ killed Dave Paul!” 

The rest was easy. Schuck and James 
were convicted of murder in the first 
degree, the jury presenting no recommen- 
dation for mercy. They were sentenced 
to die in the electric chair at the New 
Jersey State Prison in Trenton. 

While in the death house, Schuck, who 
was something of an amateur artist, de- 
voted his time to drawing pictures of 
Mary, the girl he loved. He sent me one 
of the pictures, with his compliments. 

Both men, appreciating the kind treat- 
ment they had received at Mount Holly, 
wrote me several letters while they 
awaited death. These epistles referred to 
me as “dear Daddy Parker,” and wished 
me all the success in the world in my 
future work., The doomed men made 
it plain that they bore no malice toward 
me for having been instrumental in con- 
victing them. 

In one of these letters, reproduced on 
page 39, Schuck said he was innocent of 


murder and robbery. What he really 
meant was that he was innocent of plan- 
ning the murder and robbery of which he 
was convicted. James, Schuck's pal, really 
planned the job, and that is what Schuck 
meant when he made the statement, 

While they were in jail, another big 
murder case broke in Burlington County. 
It was the brutal slaying of a little' 8-year- 
old Moorestown girl, Matilda Russo, by 
a Negro named Louis Lively. There was 
a good deal of mystery attached to this 
case, and Lively was at large for months. 
I gave the account of this baffling murder 
in last December's True Detective Mys- 
TERIES, under the title, The Cry From the 
Grave. Schuck heard about it in the 
death house, that is, about my working 
on the case, and he wrote me a long 
letter, telling me that he hoped Lively 
would be apprehended "for the sake of 
your clean record.” 


NE night the telephone rang in my 
home. 

“Schuck and James have just been elec- 
trocuted, Mr. Parker!” the voice said 
over the wire. 

As I hung up the receiver, I thought, 
“Another proof that crime doesn’t pay.” 


What Becomes of the Girls Who 
Disappear? 


(Continued from page 43) 


seems to have been rather a boob so far as 
his bride was concerned, he was much 
brighter than a fiction hero who would have 
spent his days and nights in a personal, 
weary, futile peregrination of the night 
clubs and dives of New York. 

The Missing Persons detective solved the 
case while working on a half-dozen others. 
A few discreet inquiries made at the theat- 
rical hotel where the cabaret girl lived, 
elicited the information that the little 
country bride had visited her, and the pair 
were seen to leave the hotel together on the 
afternoon of her disappearance. 

From this connection he was finally 
brought into contact with the missing 
woman. She was found in a large hotel, 
where she was working in the coat room! 

Captain Ayres had a little heart-to-heart 
talk with her. He learned that she had an 
overestimated idea of her own attractions, 
and this had been skilfully played upon by 
the cabaret girl, who wanted to be revenged 
on the man who had, she figured, jilted her 
for another. The bride said that she loved 
her husband, but would on no account con- 
sent to be "buried" in the small home town. 
The husband was so overjoyed to meet her 
again that he eagerly consented to the trans- 
fer she had insisted on. 


OW for the modus operandi of the 
Bureau. The staff consists of the 
Captain in command and thirty-four de- 
tective sergeants. Eight of these are per- 
manently assigned to office duties, the 
clerical work involved in keeping records of 
the thousands of cases being enormous. 
Four detectives are assigned to investi- 
gating clues concerning persons who are 


reported missing from outside New York 


City, and who are supposed to have been 
headed in that direction when they left 


home. Twenty«two detectives devote their 
time to locating persons who are missing 
from homes in New York itself. This 
squad is divided among twenty-two dis- 
tricts, one man to each district. 

When a disappearance is reported to the 
Missing Persons Bureau, a record is im- 
mediately made of all information given by 
the complainant. This usually consists of 
a description, which is seldom very accurate 
because of the complainant's hysterical ex- 
citement at the time of the disappearance. 

The case is then referred to the detective 
who works in the district in which the miss- 
ing person belongs. He has a thorough 
knowledge of the neighborhood and has a 
great many sources of secret information. 
The first step he takes is a matter of routine. 
He checks up on all the current data con- 
tained in the Police Department's Bureau 
of Information. This material is kept up- 
to-the-minute regarding unidentified per- 
sons who have met with an accident or been 
arrested. 

A constant stream of reports pours in, 
over the telephone, from police officials in 
the various precincts, hospitals and the 
Morgue, concerning unidentified persons, 
and complaints from citizens reporting 
friends and relatives missing; thus the 
Bureau becomes a sort of clearing-house. 

When no corresponding description is 
found in those records, the detective pro- 
ceeds to obtain exhaustive interviews with 
the individuals who make the complaint, 
and relatives and friends of the missing 
person. He gets an accurate description 
which includes height, color of hair and 
eyes, condition of teeth, the kind and 
location of any birthmarks or tattooing, the 
nature of any deformity or scars, and so 
forth. 

“The most difficult case we ever received 


from the Morgue," Captain Ayres told the 
writer, “was that of a body in the uniform 
of the United States Army, which had evi- 
dently been in the water many days. There 
wasn't a tag or a scrap of paper on or in the 
clothing that wasn't completely bleached by 
long immersion. The features were swollen 
beyond recognizable proportions. This was 
a few years after the World War, and we 
had in our files reports of several missing 
men who might be wearing uniforms. 

"One commonly practiced method in 
seeking identification of a dead person is to 
take the finger-prints, on the off-chance that 
the man or woman might have had a 
criminal record. 

“In this case, because the hands had been 
soaking in the water for a long time, the 
skin had become so 'crépey' that the ridges 
were distorted and impressions undecipher- 
able. The condition of the fingers was such, 
however, that the print man had little 
difficulty in sloughing off the skin, more or 
less whole. This he stretched over his own 
fingers, and so obtained the prints—which 
were compared with the prints in the files, 
and identified. 

"We never confided to the family the 
method we used, for they did not know that 
the dead man had ever been in trouble with 
the police. Consequently, they mourned 
for him as the wonderful hero they believed 
him to be. 


"TT is seldom that we have much trouble 

in identifying dead persons. No matter 
how deliberately a suicide or a murderer 
may seek to remove all marks of identifi- 
cation, he usually overlooks certain ones 
which form the connecting links. 

"The other day a well-known business 
man came into my office and reported his 
seventy-two-year-old uncle missing. He 
stated that his relative had become dis- 
satisfied with the quiet monotony of his 
existence in the suburbs, and had disap- 
peared some ten days before. Believing 
that he was visiting friends in New York, 
he did not become alarmed until, on making 
inquiries, my visitor's wife learned that no 
one had scen him. 

“I had just finished writing down a com- 
plete description of the missing man, when 
my telephone rang. I picked up the re- 
ceiver and found that my caller was the 
captain of a river-front precinct. He ad- 
yised me that the body of a drowned man 
had been brought ashore and was in the 
station house. Before shipping it to the 
Morgue, he wanted to find out if it tallied 
with any of the missing persons on our list. 

“Upon writing down the detailed descrip- 
tion, I was struck by the extraordinary 
similarity between it and the one I had just 
received. Naturally, the citizen who had 
come to report the disappearance of his 
uncle had no idea what the telephone con- 
versation was about. 

“When I hung up, I astonished him by 
telling him that I believed his uncle had 
been found. I broke the news to him as 
gently as possible, and suggested that he 
accompany a detective to the precinct and 
take a look at the body. 

“An hour later the officer returned, and 
reported that complete identification had 
been made! 

“The greater bulk of disappearances re- 
ported to us by citizens and the officials 
of police precincts concern minors. 

“As with their elders, the first step taken 
is to get an accurate description of the 
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Here is How I Used to Look 
I was just as bald as this picture. It is a true photo- 
thout any tampering or retouching. It is ex- 
y like 1 used to look. Then look at the full head of 
hair I have in the picture on the left! 
As I have stated so often, I don't know whether I am 
the first man who discovered this great secret, but I 
do know 1 have it, that I grew my own hair and 
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Grow Hair 


Quick, 


Here is 
Brennan 


Brennan while 
he was bald. 


And Brennan af- 
ter Vreeland grew 
his hair. Write 
and I will tell you 
Brennan's story 
and give you his 
address, 


Here is 
Wiseman 


Wiseman was 
bald like this, 


But Wiseman 
grew this head of 
hair with my won- 
derful hair grow- 
ing fluid. All 
about Wiseman 
and how he did it, 
if you write. You 
will get his ad- 
dress, too, 
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youthful sparkle everyone admires. Having it and 
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“My Skin Was All 
Broken Out!” 


“I had pimples and blackheads so badly, and 
used to squeeze them so much that my face 
looked red and raw. On the advice of a nurse 
friend I got a jar of Rowles Mentho Sulphur 
and used it faithfully for 10 days. In 3 days’ 
time there was a big diference in my skin 
and today it is as soft and clear as my 10- 
year-old sister’s.” 

The sulphur in Rowles Mentho Sulphur 
clears the skin while the menthol heals the 
sorc, broken tissue. That’s the twofold action 
you want for skin troubles. Try Rowles 
Mentho Sulphur not only for pimples and 
blackheads, but for dry, scaly skin, rash, and 


itchi rema. 'ÓRKS! All duggists sell | 
LAM imu pio Rawls | ‘man’ had left home the morning before to 


it in jars ready to use. Be sure it’s Rowles. 
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missing child. Following this, the possible 
motive for its disappearance is sought. 

“Parents very often inform detectives 
that they know of no reason why their chil- 
dren should have run away. According to 
them, only some outside sinister influence 
could account for the disappearances. As 
a matter of fact, such parents do not have 
the confidence of their children; too often 
they set themselves on a pedestal and ex- 
pect their offspring to bow down and wor- 
ship them. They demand blind obedience. 
A child, being a reasoning human being, 
resents this autocratic authority, and I 
certainly don't blame it. 

“The motives behind the disappearances 
of children of the rich and -children of the 
poor and children of all the classes in- 
between, are very much alike. As a rule, 
the actuating motive is a desire to escape 
from the restraining influences of home life. 
The child wants an opportunity to follow 
its own impulses, or desires for what seems 
to it to be the good things of life. 

"Leads are usually obtained from com- 
panions of the missing boy or girl. Except 
in such instances where the family sets a 
seal of silence on the lips of all who might 
aid the investigators, because of a foolish 
dread of publicity, we have little trouble in 
running down the wanderers and reuniting 
them with their parents. 

“Romance, the stage and the movies are 
seldom the objective of runaway girls, 
contrary to public imagination. Our 
Bureau is open day and night and, espe- 
cially in connection with the disappearance 
of a young woman, an emergency man is 
immediately sent out on the trail. Ordi- 
narily, the hunt ends in a respectable, dis- 
mally furnished hall room and a job behind 
a counter. 


"FT'HERE is not much that is dramatic 

in such cases. Instead of finding 
liberty, these restless youngsters run into a 
morass of hard work, small pay, meager 
meals, and loneliness. 

“The melodramatic mysteries woven by 
mothers in reporting disappearances, im- 
plicating predatory Chinamen and ‘white 
slavers’ and the like, are invariably figments 
of unstable imaginations. 

“Sometimes a detective receives a tip 
right at the start which leads him direct to 
his quarry; occasionally he has to interview 
hundreds of pérsons before he obtains the 
pointing clue. 

“Husbands leave home for one of three 
outstanding reasons: business reverses, ex- 
travagances that have enmeshed them in 
debt, and domestic trouble. About five 
per cent of the disappearances of adults are 
accounted for by mental disturbances of a 
temporary character. Men and women 
insist on worrying themselves mentally sick 
over the lack of a bridge even before there 
is any water to run under it! 

“As I explained to you before, when a 
husband or wife deliberately leaves home, 
this Department’s services are not available 
for the mate who has been deserted. Know- 
ing this, a husband or wife will attempt to 
fake a story of ‘unaccountable disappear- 
ance’ in order to fit the case to the necessary 
qualifications. But only once did this 
succeed. 

"One day about six months ago, a big, 
strapping Irishwoman called, to report the 


| disappearance of her husband. She was in 


great distress. According to her tale, her 


hunt for work. He had been despondent 
for some time because of lack of employ- 
ment, according to her story, and we sus- 
pected suicide. 

“In writing down the details of this case, 
the clerk noted that theirs had evidently 
been an Abie's Irish Rose romance. ‘Your 
husband is Jewish?' he asked the woman. 

“ ‘Sure, he is,’ she replied belligerently, 
with a toss of her head. 'He is a good Jew, 
and Jews always do their best to look after 
their families, which is more than many an 
Irishman does, begorra!’ 


bs le is true that Jewish husbands seldom 
desert their families, and though there 
was some suspicion, on the part of the de- 
tective who interviewed this woman, that her 
case was one of the exceptions, he promised 
to look for her husband. She had a photo- 
graph of the man with her. This pictured 
a slight, short fellow with features which 
had a distinct Hebraic cast. 

“Several months later the detective 
brought a man into my office, and reported 
that he had picked him up in the Jewish 
quarter. He was positive that he was the 
Irishwoman's missing husband. The like- 
ness was unmistakable—but the man denied 
his identity! 

“ʻI am nod de mans dis gentlemans says 
I am,’ he said, shrugging. ‘I don'd know 
who I am, but I'm sure nod de man with a 
wife looking for him. Me? I have never 
married!’ 

“ ‘What do you know about yourself?’ I 
asked curiously, as I signed to the detective 
to leave the office and handed him a written 
order to bring in*the complainant to con- 
front the man he had picked up. 

“ ‘Well, in de foist place, the gentlemans 
says dis woman's husban’ is a Jew—and I'm 
an Irish Roman Catholic!’ he declared tri- 
umphantly. 

“I almost gasped when I heard this alibi. 
‘How have you the nerve to say you're 
Irish, with a profile like yours? Didn't you 
ever see it in the mirror?' 

“ ‘Oy, dat! He nonchalantly dismissed 
the paradox with another shrug that 
brought his shoulders almost up to the brim 
of his derby hat. ‘‘Mebbe I got Jewish 
parents. I vas left on the doorsteps of an 
orphan asylum, and mebbe 'twas the toin 
of de next foundlin' to be an Irish Roman 
Catholic! 

"He was an interesting study, and I kept 
him talking until the detective returned with 
the complainant, who lived in Hester Street, 
just a few blocks from Police Headquarters. 

“Evidently he had prospered, for he wag 
quite snappily dressed in a brand-new, 
navy blue, ready-to-wear suit and bright 
yellow shoes. 

“ ‘Solly, me darlint" the complainant 
ejaculated, as soon as she entered my office 
and saw her missing spouse. *Me dear man, 
where have you been?’ 

“TIl give him credit for great self-control. 
He never turned a hair. 'My name's not 
Solly,' the little man explained, with mild 
patience. 'I don't know you, lady.' 

"'Oh, you don't, don't you!’ She 
squared off so threateningly that the de- 
tective got between the couple. We don't 
encourage battles in our Department. 

"Before the officer managed to escort 
the pair outside, however, there ensued a 
verbal hurricane that could be heard out in 
the hall. A cop entered and convoyed the 
ill-matched pair to the street. 

“That was the end of that—for us." 


It is not unusual, Captain Ayres ex- 
plained, for victims of amnesia and aphasia 
to find their way to Police Headquarters 
and report themselves as missing. 

“The oddest case of this kind," he said, 
"first turned up in the Chaplains’ Depart- 
ment, which is located on the third floor. 
The sufferer was a young man who, on 
entering the office, announced: 

“ʻI was sent here!’ 

"And that was the last word he uttered 
for several days. The chaplain who hap- 
pened to be on duty directed an officer to 
take the man to the Surgeons' Department, 
which was next door, for he sensed at once 
that there was something radically wrong 
with the man. 

"One of the surgeons questioned him, but 
it was a one-sided conversation. Without 
a gleam of interest the strange visitor faced 
him—immobile, graceful, wordless, as the 
physician described the situation to me 
later on. 

"He told the cop in charge to take him 
down to the Missing Persons Bureau, as it 
was quite evident that the man was suffer- 
ing from aphasia. 

“The officer had him by the arm when 
he brought him into my office, and left him 
standing at the right-hand side of my desk. 
There he remained, as stiff and motionless 
as a lay figure. 

“He was a finely set-up fellow. He had 
had a fresh shave, a hair cut, and one glance 
at his finger-nails suggested that, not long 
before, his hands had been held by some 
attractive young lady manicurist. His 
clothing was neatly pressed, and his linen 
immaculate. 

"| got up and ‘frisked’ him for clues, 
since he seemed incapable of understanding 
or answering any questions. 

“In a pocket inside his undershirt, I 
found seventeen or eighteen dollars, a card 
case which showed residence in a midwestern 
city, Army discharge papers proving that 
he had been a first lieutenant during the 
World War, and a Masonic emblem. On 
his wrist was a magnificent watch which, 
according to the engraving, had been given 
him by the members of a certain mu- 
nicipality. 

“A baggage check belonging to the 
Pennsylvania Hotel, I found in his vest 
pocket. Calling up the hotel, I learned that 
the person who had checked the baggage 
there, had not registered under the name 
I found in the discharge papers. 

“Since it was very obvious that the words 
he had uttered to the chaplain expressed 
the last coherent thing in his mind, and that 
his intelligence was slumping rapidly, I sent 
him to the hospital. 


“T IMMEDIATELY got in touch with his 
friends by wire. Within a few hours, I 
received a long-distance telephone call con- 
firming the young man’s identity. The 
man said over the phone that friends would 
start for New York without delay, and 
would arrive within twenty-four hours. 

“It turned out that the aphasia patient 
was a shell-shocked soldier. He had been 
ignorant of his identity for months after 
the shock, and continued to suffer occasional 
lapses, each one becoming shorter than the 
one which preceded it. 

“After he had recovered, the young man 
told me that he had been on a business trip 
in San Antonio, Texas, when he realized 
that he was due for another lapse. He 
bought a ticket ‘mmediately for his home 
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Ruiticed! 


Here is an amazing offer to 
victims of rupture—an offer 
that has proved to be worth 
hundreds of dollars to many who 
have accepted it. Yet it costs 
you nothing. 

A famous rupture specialist 
with a record of more than 
20,000 cases will send you free of 


below. 


cost a newly-edited book that 
contains amazing new discoveries 
about rupture relief . . 
histories galore . 
in detail.}A few of the facts con- 
tained in:this free book are given 
But do this right now. 
Tear out the coupon at the right 
and send for this unusual book! 


Send New FREE Book and 
Amazing FREE SAMPLE 
of AIRTEX 
Without Obligation 


N 


State...... 


Mail this coupon to 
New Science 
Institute, 
6658 Clay Street, 
Steubenville, Ohio. 


. case 
. » illustrated 


Can Rupture Be Exercised Away? 
Get Newest Book Now FREE to 


Ruptured 


“ 


T was twenty years ago when I first got 
ruptured. Today I consider rnyself 
entirely cured. Your system is nothing 
short of marvelous.” John Miller, Jr. 
“Some months ago I ordered your outfit 
for the treatment of rup- 
ture of my son. Our doc- 
tor fitted it on him and he 
was skeptical it would 
help cure the condition, 
for it was one of the worst 
ruptures he had ever seen. 
Five months later I took 
the boy back to the doctor. 
He examined him and pro- 
nounced the rupture com- 
pletely healed.” D. E. 
Lytle, Orrville, Ohio. 
These are but two of many astounding 
letters received from people, many of 
whom had despaired of obtaining relief 
from the torture and agony of rupture. 


NOT A TRUSS 


What is this wonderful device that 
has made thousands. feel again the joy 
of living a full life? It is not a truss like 
men wore in the days of Lincoln. It 
has no steel springs, no leg straps, no 
bulky cushions. It can never slip off the 
rupture. Wearing it, you can still cough, 
run, jump, bend or sleep in any position. 
In fact, many are able to work every day— 
exercise as much as they desire—proba- 
bly we should say truthfully actually 
EXERCISING RUPTURE AWAY! 

Imagine a simple little device weighing 
less than a feather—little larger than a 
quarter—that rests firmly against the 


NEVER BEFORE A 


FREE 


SAMPLE 


LIKE THIS 


rupture without the need of strapping 
tightly. Think of a flesh-soft pad that yields 
with the slightest movement of your body 
—filled with millions of  air-cells that 
breathe fresh, cool air into the spot around 
the rupture. And all the 
while blood circulation is 
more free and more un- 
hampered. Thus nature is 
, allowed to knit new tissues 
together so that rupture 
often disappears completely 
without a trace remaining 
—in unbelievable time. 
Incredible? Yet the facts 
are ready now! 


NOW OR NEVER 


Be fair to yourself. Get the complete facts about 
Magic Dot and the offer that permits you to feel 
this marvelous relief, before you decide to buy. 
Don't go through life in constant pain. Relief from 
rupture is certainly worth the 2c stamp it costs you 
to send the coupon above. Send it—not tomorrow 
or next week—but NOW! 


NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE 
6658 Clay Street, Steubenville, Ohio 


END SICKNESS 
THIS NEW WAY 


No medicine, drugs or dieting. Just a light, 
small, comfortable inexpensive Radio-Active Pad, 
worn on the back by day and over the 
stomach at night. Sold on free trial. You can 
be sure it is helping you before you buy it. Over 
150,000 sold on this plan. Thousands have writ- 
ten us that it healed them of Neuritis Rheuma- 
tism, High Blood Pressure, Constipation, Ner- 
vous Prostration, Heart, Lungs, Liver, Kidney 
and Bladder trouble, etc. No matter what you 
have tried, or what your trouble may be, try 
Degnen's Radio-Active Solar Pad at our risk. 
Write today for FREE Trial offer and descrip- 
tive literature. Radium Appliance Co. 1811 
Bradbury Bldg., Los Angeles, Cal. 


POSTAL 
CLERK 


$1900 to $2700 a year 


Long vacations with pay. Work easy. Travel on fast 
trains with all expenses paid, including hotel, No worries 
about the future. 


MY FREE BOOK TELLS HOW 2 “ps ^io ek 

way Postal Clerk, Post 
Office Clerk, City Mail Carrier, R. F. D. Mail Carrier, Postmaster, Forest 
Ranger, Internal Revenue and numerous other fine paying Government 
positione If you are a citizen, between 18 an years, you can 
get a Government Civil Service Position. I'll show you how. Get the 
facte in my 48 page booklet. It i» absolutely free. Write today. 
PATTERSON SCHOOL, A. R. Patterson, Civil Service 
Expert, 1843 Wisner Building, Rochester, N. Y. 
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To adorn your eyes 
with new beauty 


....do this 


NSTANTLY, and without the slightest | 
hint of artificiality, this fashionable liq- 
nid lash dressing bestows on the eyes new 
loveliness, It frames them in a shadowy 
fringe of luxuriant lashes and so creates 
the wonderful effect of beauty, Liquid 
Winx so easy to apply and remove is water- 
roof. Not even tears can cause this smart 
ash dressing to run or streak. Sold at all 
toilet goods counters, In black or brown 
shades, only 75c complete. Get this new 
beauty today. 
Ifa cake lash dressing Sold wherever Li 
is preferred, there's uid Winx is sold. 
none quite so effective 75ccomplete. Ross 


a* Cake Winx (two Company,250 Ww. 
shades, brown, black). , 17th St., NewYork. 


Be A Raitway TRAFFIC 
INSPECTOR ! 


MEN ARE WANTED 
and they get a» high a» $260 per month 
salary. We'll train you—and upon comple- 
tion of your training—assist you to a posi- 
tion paying at least $120 per month salary 
plus expenses, or refund your tuition. 

It only takes about 3 months of spare time 
home study and you're ready to step into a 
profitable sition with rapid salary ad 
vances to It's healthful ou 


175 and up. ate 


^ position after graduation or refun: 
tuition. 


Pendara Business, Trainin Institute 
Div. 49, Buffalo, New York 


your 


here's good news 


“After suffering from catarrh for seven or 
eight years, trying many treatments to no 
avail, I bought a bottle of Hall’s Catarrh 
Medicine. I noticed improvement after the 
first few doses. Now I am completely free 
from catarrh.” —Frank Kackly, Charleston, Ill. 
Hall's is the only scientific 2-in-1 treat- 
ment—Tonic and Ointment. 


Hall’s Catarrh Medicine 


Combined Treatment at your Druggist’s. If he 
hasn't it, enclose 85c to F. J. Cheney & Co., 
Dept. 233, Toledo, Ohio 
Write for New Radio Log Book, Free to Catarrh Sufferers 
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in St. Louis. He didn't remember how he 
came to buy another ticket, at St. Louis, 
for New York City, nor did he remember 
checking his baggage. 

“He had just a faint glimmer of appealing 
to a policeman on the street and being 
directed to Police Headquarters. How he 
got there, he hadn’t the faintest notion, 
but another glimmer recalled his explanation 
to the chaplain: ‘I was sent here!’ 

“That case was easy, because the man 
had on him plenty of material which served 
as identification. 

“A much more complicated problem was 
placed before us in the person of a young 
woman, who came in here last week and 
told me that she had no recollection of who 
she was or where she came from. She had 
seen a private detective agency sign on 
Broadway and had gone in, to see if they 
could help her. They directed her to the 
Missing Persons Bureau. 

“Lots of cranks wander into Police 
Headquarters, as they do into all large 
buildings, but it seemed to me that this 
young woman was sincere. She spoke 
quite coherently and appeared to be normal 
in every respect, outside of an attack of 
amnesia. 

“ ‘The last thing I recall is eating a hot- 
dog sandwich and drinking a cup of coffee 
this morning! I haven't the slightest idea 
of where I spent the night,’ she told me. 

“I had one of the women on my staff take 
her downstairs to be weighed, measured and 
examined for scars and other possible identi- 
fication marks. The report stated that her 
height was five feet, four and a half inches 
in her stocking feet, and that she weighed 
one hundred and forty-seven pounds. She 
told me that she believed she was about 
seventeen years old, though she appeared to 
me, and to the newspaper reporters who were 
present, to be around twenty-one, at least. 

"In her handbag, which was of good 
leather, but showed signs of wear, were no 
letters or cards to afford us a clue to her 
name, or the names of any of her friends or 
acquaintances. There were, however, sev- 
eral photographs of young children, which 
suggested that she was very fond of babies. 


"THERE was one snapshot which showed 
atypicalcountryscene in winter. Inthis, 
she herself was holding a baby in her arms. 
The picture was dated nineteen twenty-five, 
and in it she did not appear to be over four- 
teen, which would corroborate her state- 
ment about her age being around seventeen 
or eighteen. "There was a farmhouse in the 
background, and near it was parked an old 
flivver. A ladder leaned against an old 
fruit tree. 
“She insisted that she could not remember 
where the picture had been taken. 
"'Do you know whether you are a 


Catholic or a 


Protestant?' I asked her. 
I don't know what you mean,' she re- 
plied in a puzzled voice. 

** ‘Can you bless yourself?’ I then asked 
her. This would be such a regularly prac- 
ticed gesture if she were a Catholic that it 
would come automatically: if she were a 
Protestant, even in her subconsciousness, 
she would not know what I meant. 

“ ‘Oh, yes!’ she said, and immediately 
made the sign of the Cross. 


"AM HEREAS she spoke very good Eng- 
lish, there was a slight New England 
accent in her speech. I tried to help her re- 
call the town she had visited before coming 
to New York, but she broke down, wept bit- 
terly and sobbed that she could remember 
nothing. 

“It was a raw, wet morning, and when 
she entered my office her clothes were very 
damp. She had shivered so violently that 
I had sent out for some hot coffee and sand- 
wiches, though she insisted that she could 
eat nothing. 

“The suit she wore was rather heavy for 
that season of the year, and the cuffs were 
slightly frayed. It was, however, of excel- 
lent material and cut. Her lace blouse was 
white and immaculate, her oxfords were of 
an expensive manufacture, and her silk 
stockings of good quality. When she re- 
moved her hat at my request, I saw that her 
hair had been recently shampooed and mar- 
celled; it was beautifully kept and groomed. 
Her hands were soft and white, which 
suggested that she was not accustomed to 
heavy work. 

“The neatnesg of her attire and person 
suggested that^she had either come off a 
train that morning or had slept in a hotel. 

"Photographers from various newspapers 
snapped pictures of her, and these were 
given wide distribution. I saw that all 
towns in New England were supplied with 
pictures, as well as a complete report of the 
interview I had had with the young woman, 
including my surmises as to her religion and 
probable social position. 

"She made no objections when I advised 
that she go to a hospital. 

"Hospital staffs always look with sus- 
picion on amnesia and aphasia victims when 
they have not a vestige of identification 
material on them. The reason for this may 
be that, until they found it poor policy, 
actresses seeking publicity had occasionally 
*pulled the amnesia stunt.' 

"| was so impressed by the pathetic 
eagerness with which this girl tried to recall 
her identity that I never for a second sus- 
pected her of faking. Two days later, I 
received a wire from the chief of police of a 
Massachusetts town, advising that he had 
been notified to look for a young woman 
who closely resembled the photograph and 


$100.00 for an Idea About YOUR HOME 


ACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC., believe that Your Home presents much 
of the best and most interesting information on buying, building and beautify- 


ing the home that is available anywhere. 


To make the home more attractive, alluring and comfortable to all its occupants 


is the great objective of this publication. 


To that end we will pay $100.00 each to any persons who suggest ideas that are 
adopted and published by Your Home Magazine. These suggestions must necessarily 
be practical, constructive and in conformation with the editorial policy of the maga- 
zine. Submit any idea in writing to The Development Editor, Your Home Maga- 
zine, 1926 Broadway, New York City. This purchase offer terminates March 30th, 
1929. 

Your Home is now on sale at all news stands—25 cents a copy. 


description | had sent him. The husband 
of this missing woman was en route for New 
York. 


"By the time the young man arrived, my 


amnesia victim had partly recovered her 


memory. She recalled leaving the Grand 
Central Station and receiving a great shock 
when an automobile honked its horn di- 
rectly behind her. Though she did not at 
first recognize him, the man from Massa- 
chusetts insisted he was her husband. In 
time her memory came back completely, 
the couple left for home, and that was the 
end of that case." 


APTAIN AYRES was asked what he 

considered the most difficult case which 
had ever come to his Bureau, the interviewer 
explaining that he had in mind the Dorothy 
Arnold affair. 

"We have had so many thousands of 
cases that it would be impossible to give any 
positive answer to that," he replied. “The 
most difficult cases are those where the com- 
plainants give us only some of the facts, 
keeping back others which frequently are 
brought out only after a tremendous amount 
of digging. That is just like giving the de- 
tective only certain pieces of a cut-out 
puzzle and expecting him to complete the 
picture without the main portions. 

“By the time such missing parts are dug 
up, much valuable time has been lost and the 
person who ‘disappeared’ has started to 
make an entirely different picture. 

“I do not ask my men kow they have 
solved cases. If I had to listen to all the 
details, I would never get any work done. 
All I demand from them is accomplishment. 
Reports are filed each day, so when a case 
seems to be dragging out indefinitely, all I 
have to do is to refer to these files and see 
whether the detective assigned to it is on 
the job. My men are very conscientious, 
however, and it is only very rarely that one 
of them ‘soldiers’ on a case. 

“When the trail leads out of town, photo- 
graphs and all details are broadcast 
throughout the country. Through this 
method, missing boys and girls have been 
found by police officials in every large city 
in the United States, and brought back by 
my men. Friends and companions invari- 
ably receive letters from youngsters who 
run away, and it is frequently from these 
that we pick up an end of the tangled threads 
which, piece by piece, are untangled, until 
we have the whole snarled mess unraveled. 

"One of the most interesting cases I have 
ever come across—the sort that has all the 
dramatic and human interest situations in 
it that go to make problem novels and 
movies—was that of a girl whom I shall 
name 'Doris Barton,' because that is very 
unlike her name. If I were to give her real 
name, it would bring tragedy into the lives 
of three persons and break up a home. 

"A very stunningly dressed woman came 
to me one day and stated that a seventeen- 
year-old girl, who had been a nursery gov- 
erness and, later, companion for her daugh- 
ter, had disappeared. This girl, Doris, was 
a ward, whom she had taken from an orphan 
asylum. She said that she had treated 
Doris like a daughter and given her every 
advantage, but with the ingratitude which 
so many waifs display, she had run away 
without leaving so much as a line behind her. 

"As she had a high social position, tbe 
woman said she had sought to avoid pub- 
licity by employing the services of a very 
well-known private detective agency. They 
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$5,000. 


AM going to give away ABSOLUTELY FREE, more than $5,000.00 
I worth of wonderful prizes, consisting of an 8-cylinder Studebaker 

Sedan, a Chevrolet Sedan, two Phonographs, a Shetland Pony, a Radio, 
a Bicycle, Silverware and many other high grade articles of merchandise 
—besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash. Already we have given away 
Thousands of Dollars in Cash and Valuable Prizes to advertise our busi- 
ness, but this is the most liberal offer we have ever made. It is open to 
anyone living in the United States, outside of Chicago, and is backed by & 


Big Reliable Company of many years’ standing. 


Find D. 


Objects 


Starting with 
the Letter 


«qq 


There are many objects in the picture of the circus above, such as 
lion, balloon, Indian, automobile, rooster, boy, tent, etc, If you can find 
5 starting with the letter "C," fill in the coupon below and send it to me 


at once. 


$550 00 ti DE 
° Promptness 
In addition to the Studebaker Sedan, the Chevrolet Sedan and the 
many other valuable prizes—besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash—I am 
also going to give $550.00 in Cash for Promptness. It will pay you to act 
at once. Any winner may have cash instead of the prize won and in case 
of ties, duplicate prizes will be awarded, First prize winner will receive 
$2,800.00 in cash or the Studebaker Sedan and $550.00 in cash. Get busy 
right away. Find 5 objects starting with the letter "C," fill in the coupon 


below and send it to me just as soon as possible, EVERYBODY RE- 
WARDED. 


ee a a a LA. 
TL. E. Wilferd, Mgr., Dept. 3963 
315 so. Peoria St, Chicago, Ill. 


The objects starting with the let- 
ter "C" are; 
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8 Cylinder Studebaker Sedan. 
Four-door Chevrolet Sedan. 
Victor Orthophonic Victrola. 
Shetland Pony. 

Seven Tube Console Radio, 
Fibre Living Room Set. 
Electrio Vacuum Cleaner, 
Apollo m | dap 
100-Piece Dinner TW 
Ladies' or Men's Elgin Watch, 
29-Piece Silverware Set, 
Portable Phonograph. 

New Haven Banjo Clock. 
Wrought Iron Bridge Lamp, 
Ladies’ Overnight Bag. 
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rd Pay Your Bills 


and give you a 
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True Detective Mysteries 


had worked on the case for three months 
without finding a trace of Doris. Some- 
what bluntly and arrogantly, she intimated 
that she had not much faith in the Police 
Department, but had come to us as a last 
resort. 

“Somehow, I felt that this woman was 
not telling me everything she knew about 
the girl; there was something very odd in 
her attitude. When questioned as to cer- 
tain intimate details, there was an expres- 
sion of something more like fear than anxiety 
in her eyes. 

"Doris was under eighteen, and this 
brought the case within the scope of our 
work. Apparently she had very few 
friends, and no intimate girl chums. That 
there was something of a mystery concealed 
somewhere in the woman's story, | was con- 
vinced, after talking to her for over an hour. 
I caught her in more than one discrepancy. 
This I thought best to pass by, until some 
investigation of the case had been made. 

"At this stage, there was nothing very 
different from many cases which had been 
brought to the Bureau. It stood like this: 
A woman had taken a child of twelve years 
from an orphan asylum to be a companion 
to her little daughter; she had sent her to 
school and educated her. When the girl 
reached young womanhood, the spirit of 
adventure urged her to escape the restric- 
tions of her guardian-mistress's surveillance. 

"When I brought up the topic of men 
friends, the complainant was peculiarly 
emphatic in the manner in which she replied 
that Doris had been very carefully guarded, 
and that there was no possibility of the 
romance angle entering into the case. 

“The girl had had no money when she 
disappeared, and had taken neither her 
clothes nor toilet articles with her. This 
implied either an accident, foul play or a 
carefully arranged departure. 

“I suggested that one of the servants 
might have an inkling of where the girl had 
gone, but this started fireworks; the woman 
indignantly declared that she had never 
treated Doris like a servant, and that she 
had never associated with the servants in 
her household. 

"Not much goes on in any home, how- 
ever, that the servants don't know about. 
The detective assigned to the case managed 
to scrape up acquaintance with one of the 
maids, outside the house, and from her got 
some valuable information which eventually 
led to the recovery of the girl. 

"One morning, about a week after the 
case was reported to me, this detective 
walked into my office with Doris. 

"She was a tall, well-poised girl, smartly 

dressed, attractive in manner and speech, 
but very reticent. The detective had found 
her working as companion to the invalid 
mother of a school-teacher, and had picked 
her up as she left the house to do the day's 
marketing. 
"'T AM twenty-four years of age,' she 
told me in a smoothly modulated voice, 
‘and I am my own mistress. I came along 
with this officer because I did not want to 
create a scene on the street. Now I want 
to ask you to let me go, please!' 

"Doris looked to be over twenty-one, 
certainly, and she was right in saying that 
she was her own mistress—if she was 
twenty-four. The complainant, however, 
had given the girl’s age as seventeen. It 
was a question of which one spoke the 
truth, 


"] called up the complainant on the phone 
and told her that I had Doris in my office. 

"'Send her right up, in charge of an 
officer! she ordered rather peremptorily, 
though I detected a note of eagerness or 
relief in her tone. 

"'[ can't do that,’ I answered. ‘The 
girl claims she is twenty-four, and if that is 
the case she is her own mistress. I can’t 
arbitrarily turn her over to you until it is 
proved which one of you is telling the truth. 
She has her rights. My suggestion is that 
you come down here and talk it over.’ 


"ALL this I said in a quiet, conciliatory 

voice. To me, this woman was simply 
a complainant, and thus was on a level with 
all other complainants; what I had re- 
quested her to do was simply a routine affair. 

“Immediately, she flew up in the air, and 
started to high-hat me over the phone. 
‘Why, how utterly absurd!’ she sneered. ‘I 
am a reputable person. She is a nobody 
who has been dependent on me for care and 
maintenance for years. . . .' 

"'We must deal with this case on its 
merits,’ I interrupted her. ‘I know you are 
anxious, and I am willing to hold the girl 
until you come down. It will serve your 
interests best to follow this advice. You 
appreciate my attitude in the matter, I am 
sure, and understand that I shall have to 
let the girl go, unless you can arrange to 
come right down. If you wish to have the 
girl arrested as a wayward minor, you can 
get out a warrant, but I am sure you don't 
want to do that!’ 

“Though there was no possibility of her 
misunderstanding the drift of my statement 
of the situation, I rolled out my sympathy 
in big chunks, and I am quite sure that she 
was astounded that such a mild person could 
hold such a stubborn attitude. She finally 
snapped out that she would be ‘right down.” 

“Then I turned to the girl, explained 
matters to her, and asked if she wished to 
give me her side of the story. 

“ʻI never intended to tell my story to a 
living soul,’ she said, very quietly and slowly, 
‘but I suppose I must do so. 

“ʻI was put in a convent by my mother 
when I was ten years old. Two years later, 
this woman, who became my guardian and 
employer, visited the convent and took me 
out. My job was to care for the baby.' 

“I asked her why, when the woman had 
treated her as a daughter and been so kind 
to her, she had run away. 

“ ‘She was not kind to me,’ she replied un- 
emotionally. ‘She treated me very un- 
kindly, and beat me frequently. She 
scarcely gave me enough clothes to cover 
my body. I was kept home from school 
more than half the time, my—my guardian 
telling the teacher that I was sickly. She 
took me to live with her 1n nineteen-twelve, 
when I was twelve years old; that makes me 
twenty-four years old now. I never had 
the courage to run away before, but I met a 
friend in the person of a lady dancing 
teacher, who came to teach my mistress’s 
little daughter. It was through her that I 
obtained references required for the posi- 
tion I now hold.’ 

“I asked her if she recalled the name and 
location of the convent, and the names of 
any of the Sisters who were there when she 
wasa boarder. She gave these to me readily. 
I picked up the phone and had the operator 
connect me with the convent. 

“As soon as the connection was made, I 
explained who I was and asked to speak 


with the Mother Superior. The voice at 
the other end of the wire informed me 
that it was the Mother Superior who was 
speaking. 

“T asked her if she had any recollection of 
a ten-year-old girl who had been left in her 
charge in nineteen-ten and was taken out in 
nineteen-twelve by a society woman who 
offered her a home as companion to her little 
daughter. 

"Yes, indeed, I remember her! the 
Reverend Mother answered. 'I was a Sister 
at the time, and we all loved little Doris. 
Her mother paid for her maintenance for 
two weeks, and then we heard no more from 
her for two years. By that time, we had all 
become so attached to the child that we 
would have been more than willing to keep 
her, but her mother again appeared on the 
scene and said she was prepared to take her 
home. We were, of course, in duty bound 
to turn her over to her parent.’ 

“In response to my questions following 
this surprising information, the Mother 
Superior said that she was very clear as to 
the matter of dates, for the child had been 
so much beloved by them all; she could also 
substantiate these from entries made in the 
books of the convent. She naturally asked 
with some anxiety if anything had happened 
to Doris, and I reassured her by saying the 
girl was in good hands and would un- 
doubtedly visit her at some early date. 

"[ had not repeated any of the Mother 
Superior's conversation, so Doris was not 
aware of just how much I had learned. 


“ATOW, little woman, let's be perfectly 
frank with one another!’ I said, laying 
down the phone and turning to the girl. 
‘You haven't told me all the facts. The 
woman who took you was your mother!’ 

“ ‘Yes,’ she admitted quietly. 

“ "Tell us about it. Why didn't you tell 
us this in the first place?' 

"[ waited patiently for fully two minutes 
while she seemed to be weighing her an- 
swer with a strained intentness: 'Mother 
made me swear, when she took me from the 
Sisters, that I would never disclose our re- 
lationship. She told me that she had pre- 
tended to her second husband that she had 
never been married before. I promised,' she 
finished, simply. 

"In terse phrases she went on to tell me 
how her mother had abused and beat her. 
She had begged the woman again and again 
to let her obtain employment elsewhere, but, 
though Doris was a sort of personification of 
the sword of Damocles, there must have 
been some deep, underlying mother-love 
in this strange creature, for she refused to let 
the girl go. The stepfather was much 
kinder to her than her own mother, she said, 
but her little half-sister was a small tyrant, 
spoiled beyond words. 

"It was the dancing instructor of this 
baby sister who had obtained for her the 
position of useful companion to a school- 
teacher’s bedridden mother. She was very 
happy there; in fact, these three months had 
been the only happy ones she had known 
since her mother had taken her away from 
the convent. 

"It was quite evident that she was in 
deadly fear of her mother, and begged me 
not to insist on their meeting. 

“‘I always get my patient's luncheon at 
twelve sharp,’ she finally said, rising nerv- 
ously to her feet. ‘I was on my way to 
market when your detective picked me up. 
If you will let me go now, she won't have 
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a chance to miss me—if you don't, she will 


be worried 


'M going to take your word,’ I told her. 

‘I will not tell your mother where you 
are. Go and stay there. You are a free 
agent, earning an honest living.’ 

“About ten minutes after Doris’ de- 
parture, I heard a loud, arrogant voice in 
the outer office: ‘Where is that girl?’ it de- 
manded. 

“ ‘The Captain let her go home,’ I heard 
one of the men tell her. 

“Then, without any by-your-leave, she 
brushed past the officer on guard and crashed 
into my office like a firebrand. 

“Won't you sit down, Madam?’ I in- 
vited her, pointing to a chair. 

“ ‘No! I can say what I have to say stand- 
ing!’ she hissed, like a melodramatic vil- 
lainess. In an avalanche of words, she at- 
tempted to swamp me with threats. Her 
red bobbed hair seemed to bristle and emit 
sparks as her torrent of abuse flooded the 
room. The diamond brooch on her heaving 
bosom glittered, and the bracelets on her 
wrists jangled as she thumped the desk. She 
was going to take up the matter with the 
Commissioner, the Mayor, and if necessary 
the President of the United States! 

** "Won't you sit down and talk this thing 
over calmly?' I again suggested in a quiet 
voice. 

"*No, I won't sit down!’ she literally 
yelled at me—then choked for an instant 
on the words. 

“Before she had recovered her breath, I 
had dropped my courteous tones and at- 
titude, and became a real, gruff cop. I, 
figuratively speaking, hopped on top of my 
desk and, pointing to the chair, snarled: 

“ ‘Sit down! Or get out!’ 

"She looked at me in amazement. Her 
jaw dropped, and her eyes almost popped 
out of her head. 

“ "This is a place of business,’ I continued. 
‘Unless you can behave yourself and discuss 
this matter quietly, I must ask you to leave. 
Yell once more, and I'll have you arrested 
for disorderly conduct!’ 

“Dazed, she tottered toward the chair and 
perched on the edge of it. 

** ‘Now, be sensible, and tell me your side 
of the story,’ I said sternly. 

“T led her on to give me the intimate his- 
tory of Doris, from the time she had taken 
her from the 'foundling asylum' to act as 
nurse girl to her little daughter. She de- 
clared that she had been actuated solely 
from a charitable motive; she had loved the 
little foundling as her very own. Recently 
when the girl had developed traits she 
couldn't approve of, she had taken the child 


to task and reprimanded her. There had 
come a suspicion of an intimacy between 
Doris and her daughter's dancing teacher 
which had astonished and horrified her. 

“As she went on, mouthing lie after lie, I 
got so darned mad that I had difficulty in 
restraining myself from taking her by the 
shoulders and throwing her out. 

"'You are the most unspeakably vile 
woman I have ever met!—and I have come 
into contact with some of the worst female 
crooks of the underworld in my day! You 
have the effrontery to talk like that about 
your own daughter!' I hurled at her. 


HE woman's face went white—a gray- 
ish white—and her eyes expressed 
terror as I went on to give her dates and 
facts I had obtained írom the Mother 
Superior. 'You have made a slave of your 
daughter, and have violated the law of the 
land. You are 
“She dropped on.her knees, now weeping 
hysterically. She was the most completely 
tamed woman you ever saw! She admitted 
everything, explaining how she had met her 
present husband, who had frequently ex- 
pressed his detestation of widows. Though 
they had been married for fourteen years—- 
ever since she had placed Doris in the con- 
vent—she knew that be would throw her out, 
hook, line and sinker, if he ever discovered 
that she had lied to him. 

“Yet, she insisted, she loved Doris in her 
own way. She wanted to have her daughter 
near her, though her presence was a constant 
irritant. 

** "Won't. you sel me where she is?’ she 
begged. 

“No, I won c I told her. 'She owes 
you absolutely nothing. If she will consent 
to it, I'll arrange it so that you may see her 
here. Until she gives such consent, you 
must not attempt to see or annoy her in any 
way. You must comply with any conditions 
she may attach to such a meeting. Other- 
wise, I shall have to appeal to your husband!’ 

"[ knew, by the expression on her face, 
that this last threat would never need to be 
carried out. She left the office a very sad 
and chastened woman. 

"Doris refused to see ber or have any- 
thing to do with her. 

“That case came to me only a few years 
ago. Each holiday season a card and gift 
come for Doris, in care of my office, from 
the mother, but so far the girl has refused 
to consider a reconciliation. 

“That, I believe, is the oddest case I have 
ever come across. Though I have met many 
unnatural parents, Doris' mother has the 
somewhat dubious distinction of being the 
most extraordinary." 
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Is Loewenstein | 
Still Alive? 


(Continued from page 34) 


certain facts, and such facts have not 
been disproved. 

It would be interesting to know whether 
Loewenstein had ever met Houdini. They 
say he was interested in the tricks of 
professional magicians. But Houdini, 
though he staged inexplicable and almost 
impossible escapes from every kind of 
prison invented by man, never reached 
the point of causing his body to vanish 
out of a plane in flight. 

What assurance have we that Loewen- 
stein is dead? The verdict of a law 
court. Are we to believe that without 
questioning, or are we to say we are 
not convinced? 

"He (Purun Bhagat) had used his 
wealth and power for what he knew both 
to be worth; he had taken honor when 
it came his way; he had seen men and 
cities far and near, and men and cities 
had stood up and honored him. . Now 
he would let these things go, as a man 
drops the cloak he no longer needs." 

So, as Purun Bhagat did, may not have 
done the owner of these mansions, auto- 
mobiles, airplanes, horses, and millions 
which within himself had come to mean 
so little? 

In some corner of the earth, Loewen- | 
stein (as did Purun Bhagat ages ago) 
may to-day be discovering the beginning 
of life. 


On the Trail of 
the “Fox” 


(Continued from page 47) 


eloquence prevailed upon the officers to ac- 
company him first to the home of his 
mother. Mother Merrill had moved to an 
east-side apartment house, where she was 
again domiciled in quarters conveniently 
situated on the ground floor, rear. | 

The deputies sat by while Paul chatted 
affectionately with his mamma for some 
minutes. Then, carelessly tossing aside his 
coat, he expressed a desire to adjourn to 
the bathroom to wash his hands. He 
lounged across the room, and then, to the 
amazement of the officers, disappeared 
through a partly open door which, however, 
did not open into the bathroom, but into a 
dark closet. 

The deputies rushed to the closet door— 
and found it barricaded. It was some 
minutes before they succeeded in breaking 
it down, and then their eyes popped at 
sight of a hole cut into the floor, giving 
into a basement, which in turn had a stair- 
way leading to a door that opened into an 


alley, running between two apartment 
houses ! 
Inquiry by the enraged and baffled 


sheriffs disclosed that Knapp had walked 
nonchalantly through the alley to the street, 
joined his wife in a waiting taxicab, and 
driven away! 

The full force of the Police Department 
and Sheriff's office was enlisted to recap- 
ture the fugitive desperado. We had all 
reason to believe that he would stop = 
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nothing to keep the freedom so cleverly 
won, and officers were instructed to take 
no chances in arresting him. 

During the following two wecks, ] ran 
down numberless tips and anonymous clues. 
One trail led to San Francisco, but pro- 
tracted efforts, with the whole-hearted co- 
operation of the San Francisco Police De- 
partment, failed to locate Knapp in any of 
his former haunts in the northern city. 

En route to Los Angeles, on my return 
trip, I stopped at Pizmo Beach, a small 
seaside town, for the purpose of interro- 
gating two friends of Knapp, both well- 
known to the police up and down the 
Coast—D. Vejar and E. A. Clarke. It 
was about midnight when I arrived at the 
hotel where these worthies were quartered, 
and-knocked on the door of their room. 

After a moment's silence the door opened 
bruskly and Clarke appeared in the open- 
ing. At sight of my drawn gun, he at- 
tempted to slam the door shut. I inter- 
posed a sturdily shod foot and entered the 
room. Vejar sat up in bed and glared at 
me disgustedly when I inquired if he knew 
the present whereabouts of Paul Knapp. 

“You might as well put up that rod," he 
declared, with emphasis. "We're looking 
for that ourselves. I stood up at his 
wedding—and if I see him before he sees 
me, I expect to stand up at his burial... .” 

Clarke and Vejar refused to state what 
Knapp had done to sour the friendship 
that had existed between them, but prom- 
ised to let me know if they learned where 
he was—a promise in which I placed little 
faith, if any. 

I returned to Los Angeles, and for sev- 
eral more days made intensive efforts to 
locate the fugitive through his underworld 
associates, but without success until—— 

About midnight, on July 30th, I got the 
tip that put me on Knapp’s trail. It was 
given by a friend of Curly Hoover, who 
suspected that his arrest had been brought 
about through Mother Merrill's talkative- 
ness, and took this means of revenge. 


CTING swiftly upon the precious in- 
formation so unexpectedly received, I 
hurriedly recruited such forces as were 
available in the Detective Bureau at that 
hour—Officers Gerhardt, George Ryan, W. 
B. Barr, B. L. Jones and E. A. Chitwood. 

Together, the six of us drove to the 
west-side apartment house where, accord- 
ing to the tip, Knapp and his wife were 
staying. 

Detective Jones was stationed outside the 
building. I posted Detective Chitwood in 
the hall, and. started upstairs with the other 
three officers. 

On investigation, I found the back door 
on the first floor locked on the inside. On 
the second floor, also, all doors leading out 
were bolted on the inside. 

As we stood in the hallway listening, 
Barr said he thought he heard voices on 
the roof. We hurried upstairs. 

I stepped out on the roof and at once 
sighted a man's figure in the shadows at 
the front of the building. It was Paul 
Knapp. With drawn guns we strode for- 
ward. 

“Put 'em up, Paul!" I commanded. 

He surrendered with a shrug. 

Swiftly searched and found—for once !— 


without a gun, he was handcuffed to Lieu- 
tenant Ryan. He then led us down to his 
apartment, where we took Mrs. Knapp into 
custody, charged with aiding and abetting 
his escape. 


NAPP told me later that he had not 

left Los Angeles since his escape from 
the sheriffs, owing to lack of funds. He 
had merely moved from one apartment 
house to another, keeping in close hiding 
at each place. 

Hoover's friend had remained in close 
touch with the Knapp family. On the 
night of his arrest, Knapp had sent this 
man out with twenty-five dollars to pur- 
chase a gun and rent a car. With this 
equipment and means of transportation, he 
intended to stick up a bank next morning, 
and leave for the East with the ioot. In- 
stead of executing the above commission, 
Hoover's self-appointed avenger had put 
the officers on Knapp's trail! 

Knapp, far from bearing me ill will in 
the matter of his recapture, thanked me 
warmly for not shooting him on the spot, 
cheerfully admitting that he “had it com- 
ing!” He said it was his opinion that if 
any other officer than myself had been in 
command of the arresting party, he would 
have been carried down from the roof, 
feet foremost! 

The escape plot had been hatched on 
various occasions when Mrs. Knapp and 
Mother Merrill had visited the prisoner at 
the County Jail. Incidentally, both women 
were blindly devoted to this coal-black 
sheep, and, unbelievable as it seems when 
the nature of”Some of his crimes is con- 
sidered, Knapp madly loved his vivacious 
blonde wife, and idolized his mother. 

A few days later, Knapp was permitted 
by the District Attorney’s Office to plead 
“Guilty” to four of the fourteen counts 
filed against him. His minimum prison 
term, under the sentences imposed, will be 
twenty years. In view of his prior felony 
conviction, the Prison Board has the priv- 
ilege of doubling this time. On the other 
hand, the maximum terms prescribed by 
law for Knapp's varied crimes would ag- 
gregate at least 300 years! 

He was optimistic to the last. When he 
was about to entrain for the penitentiary, 
he laughingly declared that he'd "see me 
again." Several letters written to me since 
his commitment are worded in the same 
cheerful strain. "The last epistle expressed 
an ardent desire to get a "job" under my 
command—when he comes out! 

Samuel G. Linton and Van O. Hoover 
were later convicted on robbery charges, 
and sent to San Quentin Penitentiary. D. 
Vejar and James P. Reynolds, two other 
members-in-good-standing of the Linton 
mob, have also been arrested and convicted, 
since Knapp’s commitment, and are keeping 
the others company in San Quentin. 

Thus, five of the ten outlaws listed in 
my Little Black Book will not harass the 
authorities for some time to come. The 
others, deprived of the enterprising leader- 
ship of Linton and Knapp, have not been 
heard from, professionally, during this 
interim. However, the opinion prevails in 
police circles that all these gentry will 
eventually be sharing the hospitality of the 
State with their former friends! 


BLOWING THE “WORKS" IN NEW YORK'S UNDERWORLD 
by the famous detective, Felix B. De Martini, will appear in next month's issue of this 


magazine. 


Don't miss it. 


“Silk Hat" Brill—the 
Fake Inspector 


(Continued from page 48) 


on intimate terms with a night clerk. 
This clerk often allowed Brill to go into the 
mailing room—against regulations. So, 
on that particular night—January 8th 
Brill availed himself of the liberties ex- 
tended, and quickly slipped the bundle 
of letters into the outgoing mail for the 
West. Within an hour they were on their 
way, bearing only a Morton Heights 
postmark. 

Early the next morning, Messrs. Brill 
and Vale boarded a Western express at 
Penngylvania Station. Mr. Brill was to 
assume the name of Caldwell for the pur- 
pose of cashing the money orders; Mr. 
Vale was to affect the nom de plume of 
Phelan. 

The two guave gentlemen had mapped 
out a perfect itinerary. They were to 
separate at Pittsburgh, Brill planning to 
take a northern route : ‘rough upper 
Indiana and Illinois, while Vale adopted a 
southerly course through central Indiana 
and lower Illinois. In this way, they would 
complete more or less of a circle, meeting 
somewhere in Illinois at the end of the trip. 
Each of the towns or cities to be visited had 
two or more railroads, enabling the crooks 
to enter by one road and depart by another, 
thereby covering up their tracks. 

Arriving in Pittsburgh, Brill and Vale 
went their separate ways. Three days 
after Brill's visit to the post-office at Mor- 
ton Heights, he and Vale met in a small 
town in Illinois, their “job” completed. 

"How'd you make out?" asked Vale. 

“Fine!” answered Brill. “And you?" 

"Didn't have a bit of trouble— got 
every order cashed. Same with you?" 

“The same.” 

The two men then regaled one another 
with anecdotes about their respective 
trips, Brill stating, among other things, 
that one postmaster had been so impressed 
by his personality that he insisted upon 


driving him to the railroad station so that | 


he would be on time for the train! 


EANWHILE, back in Morton Heights, 

the old postmaster, in his slow methodi- 
cal way, began to wonder a bit about the 
“inspector's” visit. The man had been a 
little too quick and smooth about things, 
the postmaster calculated. He wondered 
if the stranger could have been a crook. 
By Jove, he'd look into this! 

Communicating with Washington, the 
postmaster was informed that he had been 
flimflammed. Two postal inspectors went 
to the little Connecticut town to get the 
low-down. 

They were given a good description of 
Brill by a young clerk in the post-office 
who had doubted the authority of the 
stranger from the very first, but who hadn't 
said anything to the postmaster for fear 
that his remarks would be considered out 
of order. 

Brill was about five feet, eleven inches 
in height; weighed about 200 pounds; had 
black hair, eyes, and mustache; and walked 
with a slight limp, having a heel on his 
leít shoe about an inch and a half longer 
than the one on his right shoe. He was 
elegantly dressed, having worn the afore- 


jor good—and at a fraction of the price charged by 
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| of January 


| awaited him. 


| William J. Caldwell. 
the stranger opened it in the presence of a 
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| mentioned silk hat and chinchilla overcoat, 


and a masonic pin in his necktie. 

Washington promptly sent out word to 
all postmasters to arrest on sight anyone 
cashing money orders with numbers cor- 
responding to those on the stolen blanks. 
But Brill and Vale had been too lightning- 
like for the authorities, having cashed all 
of the orders forty-eight hours before 
word of the robbery went out. Upon 
receipt of the useless warning, however, 
postmasters in a score of towns in Indiana 
and Illinois wired to Washington that they 
had cashed the stolen orders. 


HE scene now shifts to Kendalville, 

Indiana, where Post-Office InspectorJohn 
Blaine was making an investigation not 
connected in any way with the Morton 
Heights robbery. Late in the afternoon 
14th—six days after Brill's 
visit to Connecticut, and three days after 
the last of the forged orders had been 
cashed—Blaine walked into the  post- 
office at Kendalville, where a telegram 
The message, signed by the 
post-office inspector in charge of that dis- 
trict, merely said: 


GO TO VALPARAISO INDIANA 
AT ONCE AND CONSULT 
POSTMASTER 


Blaine didn't know what was in the 
wind at Valparaiso, but he caught the 
first train out of Kendalville—a night 
express—and landed in Valparaiso early 
the next morning. He went to the post- 
office immediately, and the postmaster 
acquainted him with the fact that three 
days previously a man calling himself 
“Caldwell” had cashed three of the orders 
which had been stolen from Morton Heights. 

Probing around town for details, the 
dapper inspector was not long in discover- 
ing that a man of distinguished bearing 
had arrived on a Grand Trunk train from 


| the East at ten-thirty A.M., ridden to the 


post-office in a mail bus, gone to the general 
delivery window, and asked for mail for 
Receiving one letter, 


clerk, and then asked where he could cash 


| the three one-hundred-dollar money orders 


which he drew from the envelop. 

Upon being told, the man cashed the 
orders, pocketed the $300.00, then rode 
to the Pennsylvania station on a mail bus 
and caught a west-bound train almost 
immediately after his arrival at the depot. 

Employees in the post-office and the bus 
driver said that “Caldwell’’ had worn a 
silk hat and a chinchilla overcoat, and 
otherwise gave a description which tallied 
exactly with that of the crook who had 
buncoed the postmaster at Morton Heights. 

After an exchange of telegrams in code 
between the inspector and his headquarters, 
Blaine was joined by Inspector Abe Horms, 
of the Cincinnati Division, one of the oldest 
and best men in the service. 

As the hours wore on, Blaine and Horms 
received additional wires and phone calls 
from Headquarters, giving them the names 
of other towns in Indiana and [Illinois 
where the orders in question had been 
cashed. Joliet, Streator, La Salle, Ottawa, 
Dixon, Decatur, Momence and Kewanee 
were among the places favored by visits. 

Blaine and Horms then boarded a night 
train for Chicago, where they went into 
consultation with Major Jan Stafford, 


inspector in charge of the Chicago Division. 
After the conference, it was decided that 
the two inspectors were to visit each one 
of the post-offices that had been victimized, 
and learn when and where the last bogus 
order had been cashed. 

Up to this time, the inspectors had been 
of the opinion that “Caldwell” was playing 
a lone wolf game. Just as they were about 
to leave Major Stafford's office, however, 
two telegrams arrived from postmasters 
in towns in lower Illinois, stating that orders 
had been cashed there by a man of small 
stature, about fifty-eight years of age, with 
gray hair and a mustache. 

“Ah,” said Blaine, “so there's more than 
one in on this game! Very interesting!” 

After a tedious two days spent in ques- 
tioning the postal employees of the various 
places visited by the two sharpers, the in- 
spectors came to the conclusion that the 
last town touched by either of the men had 
been Joliet—‘‘covered” by Brill. As 
Bril's appearance was quite pronounced, 
the inspectors decided to concentrate on 
him, figuring that he would be more easily 
remembered than Vale by persons who had 
seen either of the men. 

Brill had transacted his "business" at 
Joliet shortly before two-thirty on the 
afternoon of January 11th. After consulting 
the time-tables of the two railroads which 
ran through the town, the inspectors cal- 
culated that the gentleman in the silk hat 
had probably boarded the two-forty-five 
out of the Alton station for Chicago. Ac- 
cordingly, they decided to interview the 
crew of that train, and proceeded to the 
Windy City. ; 


FTER a day of waiting for the crew 
to return to the Chicago terminal 
from a trip, the inspectors began a sys- 
tematic quiz of every employee on the 
train. The conductor didn’t remember 
having seen Brill, but one of the brakemen 
distinctly recalled having collected a ticket 
from à man answering the fugitive's de- 
scription. The brakeman clearly remem- 
bered Brill because, just as his ticket was 
being taken up, the man’s silk hat fell from 
the rack where it had been placed, much 
to the annoyance of its dapper owner. In 
addition, the brakeman stated that a 
young woman and a child had sat in front 
of Brill, and the man had struck up quite a 
conversation with them and bought several 
articles from the train’s candy “butcher” 
for the child. 

Just as the train was drawing into 
Chicago, Brill had asked the brakeman if 
it would be possible to make the seven- 
fifteen train out of the New York Central 
Terminal for Buffalo. The brakeman had 
replied that it was barely possible. 

The next move of Blaine and Horms was, 
naturally, to get in touch with the crew of 
the Chicago-Buffalo limited. After an- 
other heart-breaking delay, due to the 
fact that the crew in question was on the 
road, this was accomplished. The train 
and Pullman conductors could recall no 
passenger who might have been Brill. 
Neither could the brakeman. So the 
inspectors then quizzed the porters. 

When all but one of the porters had been 
interviewed without success, the inspectors 
were, to put it mildly, downhearted. But, 
as luck would have it, the last porter to 
be questioned distinctly recalled that he 
had “waited on" a man whose description 
tallied in every detail with that of Brill. 


Among other things, the porter had noticed ! 
the passenger's long-heeled left shoe, but 
that was not the chief reason why the man 
stuck in his memory. 

When the train was an hour out of 
Chicago, Brill had asked the dusky servant 
for a telegram blank. Now, the usual 
procedure of a passenger under such cir- 
cumstances is to hand the porter the written 
message— with a tip—after which the porter 
gets off the train at the first stop and sends 
the telegram. But Brill didn’t do that. 
He wrote his message and held it until 
shortly after eleven o'clock at night, when 
the train stopped at La Porte, Indiana, 
where he got off, sent the wire himself 
and then reboarded the train. 

All the other passengers in the car had 
retired to their berths by that time, and 
the porter was good and sore at Brill for 
two reasons: the passenger had kept him 
waiting around for the purpose of making 
up his berth, and he had neglected to come 
across with that which is dear to the heart 
of every porter—financial remuneration. 

“On to La Porte!" said Blaine, when he 
had listened to the porter's story. 


T this stage of the game, Major Stafford 
joined the inspectors, and the trio 
sped to La Porte on a fast train. At that 
time, the office of the telegraph company 
was located in the La Porte railroad station. 
The postal officials soon located the clerk 
who had been on duty the night of January 
lith, told him about the post-office rob- 
bery, for whom they were looking, etc., 
and then asked if a man of Brill's appear- 
ance had sent a wire shortly after eleven | 
o'clock on the night in question. | 

The clerk thumbed a pile of messages, 
and soon came across one which he said 
had been sent at that time by a man sign- 
ing himself “J. B.” 

“Do you recall what sort of a hat the 
man wore?” 
clerk. 

“Yes, he had on a silk 'topper'," was the 
prompt reply. 

"Did you notice whether he walked with 
a slight limp?” 

“Yes, the man limped slightly." 

“That’s our man, all right!" said Major 
Stafford. ‘‘Now, then, may I have a look 
at that telegram, please?” 

"I'm very sorry, sir," said the clerk, 
"but I can't reveal the contents of any 
message without the consent of the division 
superintendent." 

Major Stafford called the division super- 
intendent by long-distance telephone, ex- 
plained the circumstances, and was greeted 
with the sad news that permission to see 
the telegram would have to be granted by 
the general superintendent in Chicago. 
The general superintendent was com- 
municated with, after the loss of much 
valuable time, and he gave out the cheerless 
information that permission could be 
granted in such a case only by the head 
counsel of the telegraph company. A wire 
was sent to that gentleman by the general 
superintendent, and the next day came 
the reply. It was: 


Major Stafford asked the 


REFUSE TO GIVE UP MESSAGE 
MENTIONED STOP FINAL 


The reason for the antagonism on the 
part of the telegraph company was that it 
was having a spirited battle with the Post- 
Office Department over rates. The Post- 
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surfaces without water, soap or chamois. Think of it! Unequaled for 
cleaning windows, mirrors, windshields, show cases. etc. 


Anyone, Anywhere, Can Earn Big Money 


All you do is demonstrate to housewives, automobile owners. stores, garages, 
etc., and take orders. 
locality must come through you, and you alone get the profit on every order. 
Jiffy Glass Cleaner makes an amazing demonstration. Just moisten a 
cloth with Jiffy, rub over the surface of the glass and then polish with a 
dry cloth. Instantly removes all dust, dirt, grease and grime without 
streaking. After one application windows shine, gleam and sparkle like 
crystal—and stay clean twice as long 


We do not sell dealers. All business from your 


Lile Makes $18.75 First Day! 


Men and women everywhere are making amazing 
rofits with Jiffy Glass Cleaner and my other 
ast-selling products. R. Lile, Okla., made $18.75 

profit the very first day out and says it's the easiest. 

most profitable work he ever handled. J. C. 

McArthur, Mich., made $11 the first day in 3 hours. 
E. J. Floyd, Fla., works only 6 or 7 hours a day and 

often makes more than $20 in a single day. Mrs. 

K. R. Roof, S. C., cleared $50 her first week in 

spare time. Katherine Perona, Ill., has made as 

high as $15.20 in 1 day. And right now I offer 
rou the very same chance to make big money that 

i gave these people. 


SEND NO MONEY 


You positively don’t need a bit of capital or ex- 
perience. I don't want you to send me a cent. 
All E want you to do is let me show you how you can 
make $8 to $15 in a day, without experience and 
without taking any course of training. I agree.to 
furnish everything you need, to tell you what to do 
and say in this easy, fascinating work. You 
positively take no risk whatever. You can't lose 
a penny and yet you have a wonderful chance to 


NOWRITE 


SUBSTANTIAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES 
ARE PAID upon publishable work, ANY- 
ONE having original ideas for Songs may 
submit poems for examination and advice,— 
WALTER NEWCOMER, 1674 B'way, N. Y. 


reap big profits quickly. You can make a hang’ 
some income right from the start. 


MAIL COUPON NOW 


Introduce Jiffy Glass Cleaner in your locality 
while it’s new. This is your chance to make more 
money than you've ever made before. Send coupon 
for full details —without cost or obligation to youl 

Act quick for big profits. Send coupon TODA YI 
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THE JIFFY GLASS CLEANER CO., 
1118 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Please send me, without cost or obligation, details of 
vour new proposition that offers $8 to $15 in a day. 
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1 (Print or Write Plainly) 


Women ‘‘go wild” over this 
smart line of Dress Goods, Silks, 
W. Fabrics— Handkerchiefs, 
y , Easy sales, big 
repeat trade. Liberal commis- 
sions and bonuses. Men and wo- 
men, full or spare time, 1000 sam- 
ples furnished, Write quickly, 
The National Importing Co. 
Dept. P.37, 573 Broadway, N.Y.C. 


Puzzle fans attention: J. C, 
, Charles Vogtmann, Mrs. J. E. 
Fields, Viola Javins, Alvin Smith, Mrs. John 
Gillies, Jacob Braucher, each won sedans in our last 

auto puzzles, Over 800 prizes awarded in one year. Over 

$11,000.00 in prizes paid by,us in October, 1923. In next few 
months will award between 300 and 400 prizes through our puze 

gles. Here's the new one for you. 


FIND THE “DIFFERENT” AUTO 


The cars in the oval all look exactly alike at first glance. They are not 
all alike. One is different from all the others. There is a real difference. 
Something is purposely left off all the other cars but this one. The difference 
may bein the fenders, bumper, namepiste, radiator or top. The one that 


is ""different'' is the real Buick Sedan I am giving away in addition to three 


other cars in my great friendship advertising campaign. You may be the one 
who will find it 


AND WIN BUICK SEDAN OR $1800.00 CASH 


4 sedans and 23 other puse totaling over $5,000.00, 32 prizes and duplicate 
prizes paid in case of ties. If you can find the ''different'" auto you may 
be the one to get this great prize. 


Certificate for $480.00 to apply on grand prize sent 
immediately as below if you find the “different” car. 
Immediate quick action—no delay—we send certificate for $480.00 to add to 
the firat p ze st cose if Car and directione for getting Buick Sedan. 
ew d ov A I^ Caci ar vi ie our ucta. 
NO MORE PUZZLES TO SOLVE. Nollats of words to makeor write 

or any other puzzles, This ia all. Everyone rewarded if actively inter- 
ested. Nocost or obligation. Nothing toby now, later, or ever, 
Just send the number of the ‘different’ auto in a 
letter or on a post card, 'sall, «end no money 


B. H. France, Dept. 425, 
500 N. Dearborn St., 
Chicago, II. 
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GENUINE 


ORONA 


415 off Regular Price // 


ERE’S your 
chancetoown 

that genuine Model T 
Corona you’ve wanted — 
on the easiest terms ever 
offered— at ONE-THIRD 
OFF regular price! Com- 
plete in every detail; back 
spacer, etc. NEW MA- 
CHINE GUARANTEE. Recognized the world 
over as the finest, strongest, sturdiest, portable 
built. Only alimited Der of these splendid 


machines available. 'To get one, you must 
act now! 


Yours for 10 Days FREE— 
Send No Money 


Experience the joy this personal writing portable 
typewriter can give you! Use it 10da de) See 
how easy it is to run and the splendi let- 
ters it turns out. Ideal for the office de , home, 
traveling. A s compact, - convenient. 
Don't send out ers, ig nei ilis in poor 
handwriting when you can have this Corona at 
such a low price or on such easy 


Carrying Case Included 
—If You Act Now 


ing case, oiler, instructions free on 
Without 
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ALWAYS Ask For DENISON’S—53 Years 
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Comedy-Dramas 
Farces, Musica 


ionologs, Di; 
edies, Revues 


Entertainments, 


usical Readings, Comedy Songs, Chalk Talk Books, Min- 
e£ Blackface oe Skits Make-up tioods. FR 
CO., 623 S. Wabash, Dept. 


DENISON & 


A BeaNurse 


Make $30-$35 a Week 


YOU can learn at home in spare 
time. Course endorsed by physi- 
cia oA l'housands of graduates. Est. 
28 One graduate has charge 
of * tem- -bed hospital. Another saved 
$400 w while learning. Equipment included. Open to all 
over 18 and under 55 years. Money-back agreement. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURS ING 
Dept. 583, 421 S. Ashland Boulevard, Chicago, lll. 
Please send me your free fascinating booklet, “Amazing 


Opportunities in Nursing,” 


and 32 sample lesson pages, 
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master General, in fact, had gone so far 
as to issue orders to all employees to use a 
rival telegraph company when sending 
telegrams! 

So there were the inspectors—on . the 
threshold of a clue of the hottest variety, 
but prevented from going ahead on account 
of a technical squabble! 

The three inspectors then held a council 
of war. Every minute counted. Despera- 
tion gripped them. They would attempt 
to bribe the telegraph clerk, they decided. 
So they offered the young man twenty- 
five dollars if he would let them see the 
trouble-causing telegram. The clerk re- 
fused, politely but firmly. Fifty dollars 
was offered. Still, much to his credit as a 
man of principle, the clerk flatly refused. 

The “three musketeers” then held an- 
other conference. They would, they de- 
cided, resort to a scheme a trifle more 
subtle. The clerk had handled the tele- 
gram so much that the sharp-eyed Blaine 
knew just where it was in the pile. It 
could easily be reached by an arm stretched 
over the counter. So Major Stafford and 
Horms decided to engage the clerk in 
earnest conversation, seeing to it that the 
young man’s back was turned to Blaine 
while the latter would hastily reach over 
the counter and read the wire. 

So, late on the second night of their 
stay in La Porte, the man-hunting trio 
breezed into the telegraph office, sent a 
couple of phony telegrams, and then 
struck up quite an interesting conversation 
with the clerk on the subject of women. 
When the talk had progressed to an excit- 
ing stage, Major Stafford placed his arm 
about the clerk's shoulder in fatherly 
fashion and then gently turned the young 
man around so that his back was to Blaine. 
The latter, quick as a flash, reached over 
the counter, removed several telegrams 
from the top of the stack and finally 
reached the one upon which so much de- 
pended. Signed “J. B.," and addressed 
to Lucille Benson, No. Campion Street, 
Jamestown, New York, it read as follows: 


MEET ME AT THE IROQUOIS 
HOTEL BUFFALO NY SIX 
PM FRIDAY EVENING 


Blaine had acted with such speed that 
the clerk didn’t realize what had been 
pulled off behind his back, and the three 
inspectors left on a night express for James- 
town half an hour later. 


RRIVING at their destination at 
eleven o'clock the next morning, they 
registered at a small hotel and immediately 
looked up the Campion Street address. 
They found out, sub rosa, that Lucille 


Benson was a young, pretty and gay grass- 
widow who kept a boarding-house. 

Returning to the hotel, the inspectors 
sent a message to the town's post-office, 
instructing that the postmaster call on them 
at once. Half an hour later the assistant post- 
master put in an appearance, explaining that 
his chief was absent from his work owing to 
illness. The assistant, a sharp and capable 
young man, asked how he could be of 
assistance. He was soon told. 

He was to see to it that all mail coming 
through the post-office for Mrs. Benson 
was turned over to the inspectors at their 
hotel before being delivered. In addition, 
Major Stafford assigned Blaine and Horms 
to take turns covering Mrs. Benson. They 
were to trail the woman wherever she went, 
and if she was seen to post a letter, they 
were to remain at the box where it was 
posted until a mail-carrier made a collec- 
tion. It was then to be turned over to them 
for inspection, and for “personal delivery” 
if the letter had been addressed by Mrs. 
Benson herself and if its destination was 
not too far removed from Jamestown. 
Needless to say, the inspectors were in 
the possession of samples of the woman's 
handwriting, and knew at a glance whether 
any of the letters she posted had been per- 
sonally addressed by her. 

During the first week, the widow mailed 
a total of fifteen letters, the envelops of 
ten of these containing her handwriting. 
These ten were personally delivered in 
various parts of New York and Pennsyl- 
vania by Blaine and Horms, but none of 
the addressees turned out to be the much 
sought-after Brill. When making a de- 
livery in a strange town, the inspectors 
masqueraded in regulation mail-carrier's 
uniforms. The postmasters of the various 
cities, of course, were required to permit 
them to do that. 


AFTER the inspectors had spent two 
fruitless weeks in Jamestown, the 
assistant postmaster came to them one 
day with a letter bearing a Toronto, Canada, 
postmark, and addressed to Mrs. Benson. 
Blaine at once recognized the handwriting 
on the envelop as that of Brill. The in- 
spector had taken careful note of the small, 
fine penmanship on the stolen money order 
blanks, and also on the telegram in the 
La Porte office. 

This was the first communication which 
the pretty divorcée had received from Brill, 
and it was steamed open with all the haste 
consistent with caution. The epistle was 
best described as a love-letter. It was 
unsigned, and did not bear the return 
address of the writer. However, one sen- 
tence in it definitely connected it with Brill. 
That was: 


When Electrocution Failed to Kill 


HE electric chair is accepted as an instrument of certain death—--but once it 
FAILED. And now a DEAD MAN TELLS HIS TALE in the March number 


of STRANGE STORIES. 


Legally dead—buried—forgotten—this man actually lives. 


He is beyond the law 


that ordered his execution. His true story is one that you will never forget. 


In the same issue of STRANGE SroniEs, appears the amazing history of RASPUTIN 
THE MAD MYSTIC; THE LOVE THAT LOST A THRONE; I HAD A FOR- 
TUNE ON MY BACK; THE MAN WHO COULDN'T GO STRAIGHT. 


On the news 


You must read STRANGE Stor:es. A Macfadden Publication. 


stands February 15th. Price 25 cents; 30 cents in Canada. 


Am sending you a small box with a few 
articles. Please wear the red ones every 
Friday in memory of our lovely visit 
at the Iroquois in Buffalo on a Friday! 
Blaine suggested that "the red ones" 
probably meant garters. 

“T'll find out," said Stafford, who sealed 
up the letter and turned it over for delivery. 

In order to tighten the "cover" on Mrs. 
Benson and pick up any information which 
would lead to the exact whereabouts of 
Brill, Stafford hit upon a scheme. Dressed 
in a new but cheap suit, he went to Mrs. 
Benson's house and knocked on the door. 
Mrs. Benson herself answered. 

"Do you take in boarders?" inquired 
Major Stafford. 

"Yes, indeed! Are you looking for a 
place to live?" 

"Exactly. Have you room for me?" 

“Oh, I'm sure I can fix you up," said 
Mrs. Benson, who seemed to be flatteringly 
impressed by the handsome Stafford. 

So Stafford moved in. Mrs. Benson, 
about twenty-eight, appeared to be some- 
thing of a coquette, and Stafford got on 
the right side of her immediately by buying 
her little gifts. On the first Friday night 
that he was in the house, Stafford, a Scotch- 
man, asked Mrs. Benson if she would like 
him to teach her his native dance—the 
Highland fling. Mrs. Benson, of course, 
was delighted. So it was “On with the 
dance!” 

When Stafford's course of instruction was 
about half through, he purposely tripped 
Mrs. Benson, and she landed on a couch 
in such a manner that her skirt flew above 
her knees. Stafford noticed that she was 
wearing red garters! This proved to the 
inspector that his pretty landlady was 
quite interested in Brill, and he knew that 
it would only be a matter of time before 
the woman would, in some way or other, 
lead them to their quarry. 

The next day, Stafford observed Mrs. 
Benson writing a letter. When she had 
completed it, she left the house and posted 
it at a mail box half a block down the street. 
Stafford waited around until a mail-carrier 
made a collection, got the letter and found 
that it was addressed to John Brill, care of 
Cassaway, Station “J,” New York City. 
Stafford took the letter to the room of 
Blaine and Horms at the hotel, steamed it 
open, and found that it was a love note from 
the grass-widow to Brill Sealing it up 
again, Stafford stuck the letter in his pocket 
and in an hour was on his way to New 
York, accompanied by his two co-workers. 


N New York, the trio registered at an 

obscure hotel near Station “J.” Then 
Blaine went over to the post-office, flashed 
his commission on the superintendent and 
told him to come to the hotel. Complying 
with instructions, the superintendent was 
told about the progress which had been 
made in the case. He was then asked who 
Cassaway, of Station “J,” was. 

"Why, he works at the station," said 
the superintendent. *''He's a night clerk." 

"Has he ever done anything shady?" 
asked Stafford. 

"Not that I know of. In fact, I've al- 
ways considered him a model employee." 

"Well," said Stafford, “he is apparently 
on intimate terms with this crook we're 
hunting for!" "The Major then showed 
the superintendent the letter which Mrs. 
Benson had written. 
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Waist and Hips 
Quickly Reduced 


without dieting, drugs or exercises 


AIST and hips 2 to 4 inches smaller—in 10 days. 

That’s what the new Perfolastic Reducing Girdle 
has done for thousands of delighted women. We urge 
you to try it, too—at our risk. 


Made of finest quality, fresh, live Plantation Rubber 
by the famous Goodrich Rubber Co., Perfolastic re- 
duces by automatic massage. With every breath you 
draw, every step you take, its continuous gentle pres- 
sure breaks up fat cells, moulds away flabby flesh as an 
expert masseuse would. Cool, comfortable, light— 
some models weigh as little as 93- ounces (garters in- 
cluded)—full of tiny holes to let skin breathe. 

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK gives full details about this 
marvelous girdle and special 5-day Trial Offer with money-back 
guarantee that protects you from all risk. Send for it today. 


No obligation. Simply fill out coupon and mail to Perfolastic, 
Inc., Dept. 283, 79 Madison Ave., New York City. 


p m e e e ee en ae ee e —— — — e — —— — — — ee ee ee, 


! Perfolastic, Inc., Dept. 283, 
! 79 Madison Ave., New York City. 


1 

1 

i 1 
E M I 

1 Without obligation, please send me FREE BOOK describing and 4 
| illustrating the new Perfolastic Girdle, also special 5-day Trial Offer. 1 
I I 
MeNprnes fics, 0.2 wate n ec ERE T PED IRE SE | 
I i 
I i 
MID PESO toD ER TOO, doro OO OC ORTU E e ay 
1 1 
1 1 
1 City a å = State 1 


88 


GRAY HAIR 


Wm. J. Brandt's 
Liquid 

EAU DE 

HENNA 


Hair Color 


Restorer 


l 


will cover gray hair i in 10 to 30 minutes so that you 
would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One arg lication with a toothbrush does it. No 
pack. No mess. 

You get the natural color. No one will suspect 
your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lus- 
trous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots—just 
a uniform color. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON 


It will not rub off. It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving, 
curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it off. 

You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn 
or how caused. It also takes at the roots. 


Wonderful for Touching Up 


You can put it on just where needed. Can be 
used over thier dyes or where powdered hennas have 
been used. Does not break the hair. SN 
INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. 

Full directions in each box in English and Span- 
ish. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, 
Light Brown, Drab, ee Auburn (in ordering 
please state color desired.) Price $2.50, C.O.D. $2.77. 
Order through your department store, druggist or 
Beauty Parlor or from us. Give full local address. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. 272C, 112 East 23rd St., New York 


Men as well as women can use Eau de Henna to 
advantage. 
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“Why, I know this man Brill!” exclaimed 
the superintendent. “I succeeded him as 
superintendent of Station ‘J.’ He used to 
go under the name of Foster Johnson, and 
was in the employ of the Post-Office De- 
partment for fifteen years. He was fired 
about five years ago, and since that time 
has gone under the name of Brill... . 
Why, I saw him on the street only a few 
days ago. He paid me ten dollars which 
he borrowed a couple of years back. Said 
he was working for some insurance com- 
pany, and spent most of the time on the 
road. He had a roll of bills that would 
choke a horse!" 

* Describe the man," said Stafford. 

"Well, the most distinguishing thing 
about him is that he walks with a slight 
limp, as his left leg is about an inch or so 
shorter than his right leg. He's a pretty 
dressy guy, too, usually wearing a silk 
hat and fancy and expensive overcoats. 
‘Silk Hat’ Brill—that's what the fellows 
call bim." 

“That's the guy we're after!" said Staf- 
ford. "Know where we can lay hands on 
him?" 

"No, but maybe Cassaway does." 


HE inspectors sent for Cassaway, and 

were not long in concluding that he was 
not working in collusion with Brill. Cassa- 
way merely knew the man because he had 
worked for him, and Brill often had letters 
sent to Station “J” in care of Cassaway, 
instead of general delivery, to prevent any 
chance of the mail's going astray. 

“Where does Brill live?" asked Stafford 
of Cassaway. 

"[ believe he resides at No.——West 
Ninety-sixth Street." 

Going to the house at the address in 
question, the inspectors found it unoccupied. 
Some furniture was still in the place, how- 
ever, and when they looked through this, 
the inspectors found a number of letter- 
heads of the Post-Office Department in 
Washington. It was on one of these, 
remember, that the fake order presented 
to the Morton Heights postmaster had 
been written. These letter-heads, the 
probers learned later, had been stolen by 
Brill when he had visited the Post-Office 
Department in Washington several years 
previously. At that time he was allowed 
the freedom of the Department, more or 
less, being a postal employee. 

Continuing to probe Brills past, the 
investigators found out later in the day that 
Brill had been a capable employee, but 
had been dismissed as superintendent of 
the post-office station because of his un- 
savory reputation in private matters. He 
had had a lovely wife, but was con- 
stantly participating in affaires d'amour 
with women of questionable repute. His 
propensity for lavishing expensive gifts 
on these women had always kept him in a 
state of financial distress, so that he made 
a general nuisance of himself by habitually 
borrowing money from his co-workers. 

The man-hunting trio decided to con- 
centrate their activities in New York for a 
while. For two weeks, they relieved each 
other at three-hour intervals at a secreted 
spot in a building across the street from 
Brill’s home, in the hope that the man 
would show up to pick up something he 
had left behind. But this vigil was unre- 
warded, the men finding nothing to indicate 
that Brill was anywhere in the neighbor- 
hood. 


Employees of Station “J” also kept 
sharp eyes open for the man, but he failed 
to call for the letter which Mrs. Benson 
had written him. 

Stafford was then forced to return to 
Chicago for court work. Blaine went back 
to Jamestown to renew the "cover" on 
Mrs. Benson, Horms remaining in New 
York to take care of the Station “J” 
angle. 

(It will be noted that the search for 
Brill's confederate was not being pressed, 
as investigators working out of Wasbington 
had been unable to dig up a thing on him. 
Stafford well realized that to concentrate 
on Brill was the best possible course, figur- 
ing that when Brill was apprehended the 
other man's arrest would follow.) 

Three days after his return to James- 
town, Blaine was called upon by the as- 
sistant postmaster, who turned over a 
batch of letters wbich Mrs. Benson had 
mailed. Only one had been addressed by 
the woman herself, but this was designated 
to none other than John Brill, care of General 
Delivery, Buffalo, N. Y. 

Blaine instructed the postmaster to 
place a postmark on the epistle, and let 
it go to its destination. The inspector 
then caught an express for Buffalo and, 
arriving at the main post-office, consulted 
with the postmaster on ways and means 
to nab Brill when (and if!) he called for the 
letter. 

This is the plan that was finally agreed 
upon: 

Blaine was to stay in the postmaster's 
office night and day, as the general delivery 
windows were open all night. A couch 
was installed for him to sleep on, and his 
meals were brought in to him. Every 
employee in the post-office—and especially 
those at the general delivery windows— 
was given a detailed description of the 
wanted man. The general delivery clerks 
were’ given instructions to detain Brill if 
he called for the letter, on the pretext 
that they had additional mail for him. 
A signal system was perfected, whereby 
Blaine would be notified of Brill’s arrival 
in almost less time than it takes to tell 
about it. 

A day passed. Two days. A week— 
and still Brill had not put in an appearance. 
The man’s cunning seemed uncanny. He 
had. consistently refused to walk into the 
elaborate traps set for him, always re- 
maining two jumps ahead of those on his 
trail. 

On the afternoon of the eighth day of 
his vigil at the post-office—February 18th 
Blaine was reading a magazine in the 
postmaster's office, when an excited clerk 
appeared at the door and snapped his 
fingers. Blaine knew what that meant. 

Brill was outside! 

Snatching his good friend—an automatic 
forty-five—the inspector rushed out into 
the post-office lobby and to the generai 
delivery department. There, at the third 
window, stood Mr. Brill in person! The 
man was exactly as described, except for 
the fact that he had forsworn his tall 
millinery for a natty, black, slouch hat. 


IS finger tense on the trigger of the 
revolver in his right-hand jacket 
pocket, Blaine strode up alongside of the 
man and said, casually: 
“Mr. Brill, I believe?” 
“T am," was the curt response. 
“I'd like to speak with you for a few 


moments. Won't you accompany me to, 
the postmaster's office?" said Blaine, with | 
all the calmness at his command. 

“And may I inquire as to the nature of 
the big idea?" asked Brill, exhibiting some 
degree of annoyance. 

“Just come along with me," said Blaine, 
"and you'll find out soon enough!" 

“I refuse to go with you!" snapped Brill. 
“There’s a lady waiting outside for me, 
and I do not wish to detain her any longer 
than is necessary !" 

It had been raining, sleeting and snowing 
in upper New York State for three days. 
Trains were from three to seven hours 
late, and other transportation was crippled. 
In other words, the weather was terrible. 
Blaine as much as told Brill that he was a 
liar, and that no woman would wait on a 
street corner in such inclement weather. 

“Well, if you don't believe me, beat it!" 
said Brill. “You can't use any of your 
strong-arm methods on yours truly!" 

"Listen, Brill," hissed Blaine, whipping 
out his gun and shoving it in the side of 
his quarry, 'you ought to have sense 
enough to realize that the jig is up with 
you by this time. Come on along with 
me—and no more of your weird comedy!” 

Brill looked down at the gun. The 
color left his face, and he asked: 

"You wouldn't shoot me, would you?" 

“Yes! I'll get this gat into action if you 
make so much as one false move between 
here and the postmaster’s office! The office 
is straight down the corridor and then to 
the right. Come on—let’s go!" 


LAINE linked his left arm through 

Brill’s right arm, and kept the gun 
against the prisoner's ribs until they ar- 
rived in the postmaster's office. So fast 
and quietly did the whole thing occur, 
that none of the scores of people in the 
corridors knew what was transpiring. 

Once in the postmaster's office, Blaine 
pocketed his gun and told Brill to have a 
seat. 

“Where's your pal, Brill?" asked Blaine. 

"Don't worry about Teddy Vale. You'll 
never locate him!” 

The inspector then instructed the as- 
sistant postmaster to summon the United 
States Marshal, whose office was two 
flights above—on the third floor. In a 
few minutes, the Marshal's son, a husky 
young man of nineteen, appeared. His 
father was vacationing in Florida, he 
explained, and he was taking his place. 
What was there to be done? 

“Take this man," said Blaine, indicating 
Brill, *and lock him up! Search him for 
any weapons that he may have on him. I 
have some jmportant business to attend 
to, but will return at five o'clock." 

Blaine sent wires to Major Stafford and 
Horms, advising them of Brill’s appre- 
hension, and then visited the office of the 
United States Commissioner on the second 
floor of the Post-Office Building. He ex- 
plained to the Commissioner that he would 
like to have Brill arraigned for a hearing 
before six o'clock, so that he could board 
the six-fifteen for Chicago with his prisoner. 
Accordingly, the Commissioner set the 
hearing for five o'clock. 

Blaine went to the Marshal's office and 
told the Marshal's son to take the prisoner 
to the Commissioner's office at five o'clock. 
It was then about four-forty-five. Blaine 
next had a talk with the assistant post- 
master, instructing him to advise all em- 
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ployees to maintain the utmost secrecy 
relative to Brill's arrest. If the news- 
papers got wind of the story, Blaine knew 


| that they would play it up for all it was 


worth. Such publicity, of course, would 
tip off Brill’s pal, Vale, and thereby defeat 
the ends of Justice. 

Five o'clock arrived, and Blaine went 
to the Commissioner's office. In a few 
minutes, the young deputy marshal, flushed 
by his first important task, arrived with 
his prisoner. Brill, it was easily seen, 
didn’t relish the idea of being handcuffed— 
especially to such a stripling youth. It 
was an insult to his dignity, as it were. 

The Commissioner's office was small, 
being about ten feet wide and little more 
in length. At one end was a window; at 
the other end a door, which led into a 
dark hallway. The Commissioner’s desk 
was at the far end of the room, near the 
window. When the deputy brought in the 
prisoner, he removed the handcuffs. Blaine 
walked to the door and turned the key. 

Brill, quite nervous, paced up and down 
the small office, the young deputy keeping 
a close watch on him while Blaine and the 
Commissioner occupied themselves making 
out a warrant. 

Between the door and the window, and 
a little to one side, was a large water jar. 
Seeing this, Brill walked over to it and 
helped himself to a glass of water. He then 
resumed pacing up and down the room. 
Then he walked over to the jar and took 
another drink. He alternated his pacing 
and drinking until he had consumed al- 
most a dozen glasses of water. The deputy, 
sitting on the opposite side of the room 
from Brill, was almost dizzy trying to keep 
his eyes on the fast-moving prisoner. 


UST at this stage of the proceedings, 

the Commissioner finished making out 
the warrant, and asked Blaine to raise his 
right hand and swear that the contents of 
ti.» document were true. The Commission- 
er's voice broke a ten-minute silence in 
the stuffy little room, and attracted the 
attention of the deputy.  Blaine's back 
was to the prisoner, and the inspector 
stood in a spot which prevented the Com- 
missioner from seeing Brill. As Blaine 
raised his right hand, Brill, sensing that 
all eyes were directed away from him, drew 
two guns from his pockets and shouted: 

"Hands up! Stick 'em up, the whole 
damned bunch of you!" 

Turning, Blaine saw Brill sporting a 
smile of defiance. He held a large revolver 
in his right hand, and a smaller weapon 
in his other hand. The prisoner then in- 
structed the three other occupants of the 
room to stand in a group. He backed to 
the door, shifted the weapon in his left 
hand to his right hand, so that he held two 
guns in one hand, more than covering his 
prey. Without turning, he fumbled around 


the keyhole with his left hand, finally 
locating the key. He gave it a deft turn, 
opened the door, and then shifted the key 
from the inside to the outside of the lock. 

“I'm leaving you now, gentlemen!" said 
Mr. Brill. "I hope we never meet again!" 

With that, Brill stepped from the room, 
slammed and locked the door from the 
outside. Blaine made a rush for the door, 
but couldn't open it. He then dashed to 
the window, fired several shots in the air, 
and attracted the attention of passers-by. 
To these people he shouted a description 
of the fleeing man. But the small crowd, 
like most crowds, exhibited little or no 
intelligence, and merely retreated to door- 
ways, looking up at Blaine as if he were a 
circus freak. 


LAINE and the young deputy marshal 

then knocked a panel from the door, 
turned the key írom the outside, and 
bolted down the murky hallway. <A 
charwoman stopped them and asked: 

"Are you looking for a man what has 
two guns?" 

"Yes! Where'd he go?" barked Blaine. 

"Down the back stairs," said the woman. 
"And he nearly knocked me down, the 
dirty bum! In a terrible rush, he was, all 
right!” 

The two man-hunters rushed down the 
stairway and, upon reaching the ground 
floor, saw that a rear door was ajar. Brill 
had used it as a means of escape, Blaine 
correctly surmised. A search of the post- 
office grounds was instituted, but there was 
no trace of Brill, who had a good five- 
minute start on bis pursuers. 

Night had falfen, and the rain was com- 
ing down in torrents. 

"No use tryin' to follow him in this 
weather," suggested the deputy marshal. 

“I'm afraid not," agreed Blaine gloomily. 
Then the inspector suddenly asked: 

"Say, where'd Brill get those guns?" 

An expression crossed the youth's face 
which indicated that something was 
dawning on him. 

"Oh, g-gee," he stammered at length, 
“I forgot to search him————"' 

Blaine's retort to that was not fit for 
publication, 


HE inspector then returned to the post- 

master's office and, after an hour of tele- 
phoning, he had enlisted the aid of the 
newspapers, railroads and police for miles 
around in the search for Brill. He ar- 
ranged to have all messages sent to him at 
the post-office. 

The hours wore on and, at midnight, 
Blaine went to sleep once more on the 
couch in the postmaster's office. At four 
o'clock in the morning he was awakened 
by a night clerk, who handed him a tele- 
gram from Clifton, a small place on the 
Canadian side, across from Buffalo. The 
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wire, which had been sent by the chief of 
police, read as follows: 


WE HAVE YOUR MAN BRILL 
STOP HE IS LOCKED UP 
HERE STOP COME AT ONCE 


Blaine left by train for Clifton fifteen 
minutes after receipt of the message, 
leaving instructions at the post-office to 
have the Marshal's son proceed to Clifton 
as soon as possible. 

Arriving in Clifton shortly after the 
break of dawn, Blaine went to the police 
station, where he met the officer and bridge 
tender who had brought about the arrest. 

The bridge tender, who had read an ac- 
count of Brill's escape in a Buffalo evening 
paper and taken careful note of the fugi- 
tive's description, had noticed a wet and 
bedraggled individual crossing the bridge 
shortly after midnight. The man walked 
with a limp, and was otherwise similar to 
the description of Brill, so the tender 
followed him. 

The stranger walked into a cheap all- 
night restaurant and ordered an oyster 
stew. There, by the aid of the light, the 
tender got a good look at him, and called 
a policeman. Taken into custody, the 
man admitted that he was Brill, and 
offered no resistance, 


HE deputy marshal arrived in Clifton 

an hour after Blaine, and the two men 
then went to Brill’s cell. The prisoner 
was a sorry sight. He was standing on a 
large soap box to keep his feet from getting 
wet, as there were about five inches of 
water on the cell floor. Blaine remarked 
that Brill didn't look any too comfortable, 
and asked him if he wanted to return to 
better surroundings in Buffalo Police 
Headquarters. Brill signified his willing- 
ness to return to the U.S., saying he knew 
he would have to go back in time, anyway. 

The prisoner refused to be handcuffed 
to the young deputy, cailing that official 
a “young pup” and other names far from 
complimentary. Blaine obligingly agreed 
to accompany the prisoner on the long walk 
over the narrow bridge which led into 
Buffalo. The deputy walked in front of 
Blaine and his charge, who were hand- 
cuffed to each other. 

Upon reaching the middle of the bridge, 
Brill made a sudden lurch, 

“What are you up to now?” demanded 
the inspector. 

“I’m going to jump over and drown the 
both of-us!" said Brill. 

"Oh, no, you're not!" snapped Blaine, 
shoving a gun into Brills ribs for the 
second time in twenty-four hours. With 
that, Blaine called the deputy, who was 
walking several feet ahead, and had him 
take charge of Brill. 

"But he's liable to jump overboard with 
me!" said the deputy. 

“IIl follow you, and if he makes one 
misstep I'll drop him in his tracks," Blaine 
promised, displaying his revolver. 

The remainder of the trip to the Federal 
Building in Buffalo was made without any 
slip-ups. Horms and Stafford arrived in 
Buffalo and, after a hearing, the inspectors 
took Brill back to Chicago. 

Arriving in Major Stafford's office, an 
exhaustive search of Brill's clothing was 
made. The man had more than $300.00 
in his pockets. 
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“Is that all you have left, Brill?" asked 
Stafford. 

*"That's all!" 

“He's lying like hell," said Stafford to 
the other inspectors. "Let's cut open his 
clothes.” 

That was done, and the sum of $3,000.00 
in bills of large denomination was found 
in the waistband of Brill's trousers. 

“You've got it all, now,” said the prisoner, 
sarcastically. 


RILL was tried, convicted and sentenced 

to fifteen years in Joliet Penitentiary. 
There was some irony in his being sent to 
Joliet, as it was in that city that he had 
cashed the last three of the bogus money 
orders. 

The widespread publicity caused by 
Brill’s escape in Buffalo warned his pal, 
Vale, who was not caught until two years 
afterward. That is a story in itself. When 
Vale was apprehended, it was found that 


several of the principal witnesses against 
him had either disappeared or died. It 
was, therefore, decided that Blaine should 
visit Brill in prison to find out whether 
he would turn State's evidence against his 
former pal. 

Meeting Brill in the warden's office, 
Blaine saw that the prisoner didn't recog- 
nize him. 

"I'm afraid I'll have to introduce myself 
again," said the inspector to the prisoner. 
“I am John Blaine!" 

With that, Brill picked up a heavy chair 
and attempted to bring it down on Blaine's 
head. The inspector ducked, but was 
struck on the shoulder, When Brill at- 
tempted to raise the chair again, the warden 
stepped in and flattened him out with a 
right to the jaw. 

As Brill was led back to his cell, Blaine 
stole an expression of the prisoner's when 
he said, nursing his aching shoulder: 

“I hope we never meet again!" 


*Denver Dude" 


(Continued from page 64) 


long. Do you know her, or her husband?" 

"Who told you to see me?" he snapped, 
as though my visit displeased him. When 
I replied that the superintendent of the 
branch post-office had suggested my seeing 
him, he said: 

"Oh, he did, did he? Well, well, ain't 
that nice! They lay me off and then they 
want me to hand out information, do they?” 

Mr. Markey, I saw at once, was not going 
to give me any information if he could help 
it. 

* Did you visit the house where this Mrs. 
Kelly was supposed to live?" 

I admitted that I had called there. He 
asked me what information I had received. 
When I told him that nobody there knew 
Mrs. John Kelly, he said: 

“If nobody in the apartment house knows 
your friend, how do you expect me to know 
her?" 


HE was surly and defiant. I was con- 
vinced beyond question that this bird 
had something up his sleeve. I was dead cer- 
tain that Mrs. Kelly had lived in that house. 
I decided that I would have to handle Mr. 
Markey with kid gloves. I tried in every 
conceivable way to obtain the information 
I was after. I was sure he had it when he 
said: 

“Listen, brother, you ain’t no more a 
friend of Mrs. Kelly than some man 
that never saw her. Now, what’s up? Come 
clean and tell me—what’s up?” 

“What’s up?" I parried. 

"Yes," he snarled. 

I did some pretty quick thinking right 
I knew Markey could help me, but I 
was pretty well convinced that he couldn't 
be kidded into helping me. I would have to 
make him help me—threaten him, scare 
him, intimidate him. He was not the sort 
that could be led; he had to be driven. He 
was obstinate and headstrong. I had made 
a mistake when I told him that the post- 
office superintendent had sent me to see 
him. I played my trump card. 

“Mr. Markey,” I began, “I’m going to 
tell you what’s up and then I will expect 
you, as an honest, law-abiding citizen, to 
help me. If you refuse to help me after I 


have told you what's up, as you put it, why, 
I'll have to do my duty. Lam not a friend 
of Mrs. Kelly or of her husband. I know 
both of them, but I am not their friend. I 
am the Warden of the State Prison of ——"' 
(I named the State.)  ''I——" 

"What?" he gasped. ‘‘Warden——" 

“That’s what I am,” I continued, while 
his eyes blazed with wonder and astonish- 
ment. “Kelly éscaped from my prison with 
his wife's help. I know that he corresponded 
with the woman at that Wabash Avenue 
address. There's no doubt about it, and I 
know that you know it. She——” 

“That’s enough, brother, about the es- 
cape," he said, interrupting me. “What 
was this fellow, Kelly, in prison for?" 

“He's a notorious criminal," I told him. 
“A bank burglar, and he may be a murderer, 
for all I know. Anyway, he’s a desperate 
criminal. She gave him the gun with which 
to escape ——"' 

"She did?" He interrupted me again. 
* Well, I'll be damned! That woman never 
looked like a person who would 

“Then you know her, eh?" 

“Sure, I know her," he said. 
the kind of lady she is?" 

“She's a dangerous woman!” 

During my recital of how Kelly and his 
wife tricked me, he frequently fatesrupted 
with: 

“Well, who would have thought she was 
that kind of a woman!” 

Then he told me the story that explained, 
in a way, why I hadn't been able to find Mrs. 
John Kelly in the Wabash Avenue apart- 
ment house. 


"So that's 


HEN I first went on that route about 
two years ago," he began, "I had a 
letter for Mrs. John Kelly. There was no 
card in any of the mail-boxes with that 
name on it, so I talked with the elevator 
boy. He had just told me that nobody by 
that name lived there, when a lady canie up 
to me. 

“ ‘Carrier,’ she said, ‘did I hear you say 
you were looking for Mrs. John Kelly?' 

“I said, ‘Yes, madam, I have a letter here 
for Mrs. Jobn Kelly, but the elevator boy 
just told me that there wasn't anybody in 


the house by that name. 
John Kelly?' 

“ ‘No,’ she said, smiling at me sweetly, 
'I'm not, but Mrs. Kelly is my sister. I 
am Mrs. Albert Coakley. Mrs. Kelly is 
coming to-morrow to stop with me for a 
couple of months. I meant to tell you and 
the house servants about it, but I forgot to 
do so.' 

“Tt wasn't a registered letter, so I gave it 
to her, and she told me to put all of Mrs. 
Kelly's mail in her box thereafter. 
me five dollars and asked me to take good 
care of her sister's mail. 

“The next day I saw her in front of the 
apartment house. She was coming out while 
I was going in on my afternoon delivery. 
She stopped me and told me that her sister 
had arrived. 

** *And the first thing she did,’ Mrs. Coak- 
ley declared, *was to ask if there was any 
mail for her. She certainly was glad to get 
the letter from her husband.’ 

“Then one day I had a letter for this Mrs. 
Kelly and the envelop was open. The letter 
was sticking out, and I saw the words 'State 
Prison' on the letter. I delivered the letter 
as I had received it. 

“The next morning Mrs. Coakley was at 
the door when I arrived with the mail. 

* ‘I want to tell you something confiden- 
tial, Mr. Markey,’ she said, ‘and I hope you 
will keep it to yourself.’ 


Are you Mrs. 


HEN she told me that her sister had 

married a good-for-nothing fellow who 
had broken her heart and that he was now in 
prison. I knew why she told me that. She 
thought I had read the letter when it was de- 
livered to her with the envelop open. She 
said she hoped I wouldn't say anything 
about what she had told me, and she seemed 
much relieved when I assured her that I 
wouldn't. 

“I told her I knew how to sympathize 
with her sister, because my wife's brother 
was serving a term in the Government 
prison at Leavenworth. She seemed like a 
nice lady, and she gave me another five-dol- 
lar bill when I told her about my wife's 
brother. 

“And now you say she's an underworld 
woman? Well, I'll be damned!” 

I asked Markey if he had ever seen Mrs. 
John Kelly. 

He said he hadn't. 

“All you got to do is watch Mrs. Coakley,’ 
he said, “and you'll probably find the sister.” 

“Is Mrs. Coakley still there?" 

“She was there a few days ago," he re- 
plied, “and I guess she's there now.” 

I had reached the stage of the game now 
where I thought it advisable to have some 
local detective assist me. Therefore I went 
to Police Headquarters and talked with the 
Chief, who detailed Detective Mike Mul- 
lins, one of the cleverest sleuths in this 
country, to help me. 

Detective Mullins was an authority on 
safe crackers and bank burglars. It was 
said that he and Detective Tom O'Donnell 
of Baltimore were the best men in the world 
when it came to tracking down safe crackers 
and burglars. It was a good tbing for me 
that I had Mike Mullins with me! 

Mike didn't know Kelly, alias “Denver 
Dude," personally. He was familiar with 
his history, however. 

“T have never encountered the gentleman 
in the flesh," Mike said, “but that doesn't 
make any difference. If I ever see him, I'll 
know him. I've been studying his mug in 
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True Detective Mysteries 


the rogues’ gallery for two years or more.” 

After we had learned that Mrs. Coakley 
was still living at the apartment hotel, De- 
tective Mullins suggested that we hire a 
room in a house opposite. But before we 
did that, we checked up on Mrs. Coakley's 
husband. We thought he, too, might be a 
bank burglar. But he wasn't.  Aibert 
Coakley was straight as a die. He held a 
responsible position in a large, well-known 
clothing house. 

Here, as the fiction writers put it, is where 
the plot begins to thicken. 


UST about the time when I thought I was 

well on the way to capture Kelly and his 
wife, I bumped into something that added 
more mystery to the affair. Mullins and I 
had been watching the house for three days 
without seeing anybody enter or leave it 
who resembled Mrs. Kelly. On the morn- 
ing of the fourth day, I almost jumped out 
of my boots when I saw the charming bru- 
nette, who had tricked me at Beecham 
Prison, come tripping down the steps! 

“There she is, Mike!" I yelled, grabbing 
Mullins’ arm. “That's the baby that 
tricked me!" 

"Come on!” Mike dashed down to the 
street, I following. In one leap we were in 
the emergency automobile which we kept 
waiting, and had given orders to the 
chauffeur. 

She hailed a taxi at the corner, 
lowed in our car. 

“If she's here," Mullins chortled, “the 
Dude's here. She's probably on her way to 
meet bim!" 

She got out of the cab in front of the 
Congress Hotel. She met a woman in the 
lobby, and we trailed the two of them on a 
shopping tour which ended at one o'clock, 
whereupon they returned to the Wabash 
Avenue apartment. 

About four o'clock they came out again. 
We followed them to the Sherman House. 
I noticed that when they were going in, Mrs. 
Kelly's companion stopped to speak to the 
door man. When we got inside they were 
talking to one of the clerks behind the desk. 

Mike knew the hotel manager, and from 
him we learned that the woman with Mrs. 
Kelly was Mrs. A. T. Burroughs, the wife of 
a salesman who used to work at the Sherman 
House. The manager had never seen Mrs. 
Kelly before. Later on the women were 
joined by two men, one of whom was Bur- 
roughs. The other man was unknown to 
both the manager and the house detective. 

We spent a tedious evening keeping tabs 
on the four of them, following Mrs. Kelly 
back to her apartment when the party was 
over. But at no time did we see her safe- 
cracking husband. 

The next day proved equally uneventful. 
Mrs. Kelly emerged from the apartment 
house at ten o'clock, spent the morning 
shopping in the stores in the neighborhood, 
and returned home. At seven-thirty that 
night she came out with a man neither of us 
had seen before, and they went to the Stude- 
baker Theater. 

At this point Mullins began to get uneasy. 
I might say that I, too, had some misgivings. 

"Warden," Mullins asked me, "are you 
sure that this is Mrs. Kelly?" 

"Sure?" I echoed. “Just as sure as I am 
that Iam alive. Why do you ask?” 

"]'ve got a hunch,” he said, “that there's 
something wrong here. If this is the wife of 
'Denver Dude,' she isn't associating with 
any underworld men and women—and I've 


We fol- 


never yet known an underworld man or 
woman who didn't run around with crooks.” 
Mullins left me alone that aíternoon 
"make a few inquiries." 

“TIl be back in an hour or two," he said. 
"I've got a hunch that there is something 
queer about this affair.” 

He told me that he planned to go down to 
the Sherman House to see the house ‘‘dick.’’ 
He wanted to get a line on the man we had 
seen with Burroughs two nights before. 
When he came back he said to me: 

“I knew there was something wrong, 
Warden." 

My heart sank. 
claimed. 

“This is Mrs. Coakley we've been follow- 
ing," he went on. "And the gent she met 
at the Sherman House that night was her 
husband, Albert Coakley. I knew damned 
well there was something A. 

“Listen, Mike,” I said, interrupting him, 
“I know Mrs. Kelly when I see her. This 
woman we have been following is the woman 
I talked with in my office at Beecham Prison. 
She is Kelly's wife! I don't give a damn 
what anybody says." 

Then I suggested that he go get Markey, 
the letter-carrier. 

"Bring him over here and let him take a 
look at her," I said, “and I'll bet he will say 
that she isn't Mrs. Coakley. I tell you she 
is Mrs. Kelly!" 

Markey came back to the room with Mul- 
lins and we waited until about five o'clock, 
when the woman I knew as Mrs. Kelly 
came out of the apartment house across the 
street. 

"That's Mrs. 
positively. 

“You're all wet on this affair, Warden,” 
Mullins snapped. 

I protested that I was positive I had not 
made a mistake. Nevertheless, I was wor- 
ried. The Sherman House detective had 
told Mullins that Burroughs had spoken 
highly of both Mr. and Mrs. Coakley. 

“Mysterious,” I mused, “very mysterious, 
I'm sure she's the woman that visited Kelly 
at the prison." 


to 


“What’s wrong?" I ex- 


_Loakley!” said Markey 


ND the mystery was pyramided when 

Detective Mullins ascertained that no- 
body in the apartment house had ever seen 
Mrs. Kelly. Mrs. Coakley hadn't had any- 
body living with her during the time that 
she had told the letter-carrier that her sister 
was with her. Markey, the letter-carrier, 
had never seen Mrs. Kelly. It was quite ob- 
vious either that Mrs. Coakley was straight 
up-and-down and the wife of Albert Coak- 
ley, or that she was one of those ladies who 
live with one man and play with another 
one. 

"If she isn't Mrs. Kelly," I protested, 
“why, then, she's her double!" 

"By God," Mullins exclaimed, 
it's a case of twins!" 

, "Twins?" I gasped. 

“TIl stake my life," Mullins added, “that 
it’s a case of twin sisters." 

And that's what it was! 

We worked on Albert Coakley through 
the Sherman House detective and Bur- 
roughs, Coakley's friend. We discovered 
that Coakley's wife had been Anna Boynton 
of Joliet, Illinois, and that she had a twin 
sister, Margaret. 

"Margaret," the Sherman House detec- 
tive told us, “married some fellow out in 
Denver by the name of Kennedy, John 
Kennedy." 


"maybe 


“I told you so, Warden," Mullins put in, 
laughing at me. ‘Now we can go ahead. 
First of all, Coakley is on the level—I'm 
sure of that. He probably doesn't know 
that his wife has been acting as a go-be- 
tween for the letters that came from the 
prison for her sister. We can't get Coakley 
in a jam. 

“We've got to be careful. Mrs. Coakley 
doesn't know that she's been investigated 
and it's a hundred to one that she knows 
where her sister is. If she does, it stands to 
reason that she knows where Kelly is, too. 
I'll stake my life that Kelly isn't in Chicago, 
and he'll never come to Chicago. He knows 
that your correspondence records will show 
that he corresponded with his wife through 
Chicago. Kelly'sa wisefellow. Don'tthink 
you'll ever catch him here. The only way 
is through Mrs. Coakley.” 

At this point Detective Mullins was 
called to take charge of a Chicago murder 
mystery, and I had to work alone for a time. 
I went to the post-office inspectors who had 
volunteered to help me. They gave me 
"tracings" of all the mail that Mrs. Coakley 
received. When I say tracings, I don’t 
mean that they gave me the contents of the 
letters. They merely gave me tracings of 
the handwriting on the envelop, the post- 
mark, showing where the letter had been 
mailed, and so forth. 

I knew Kelly’s handwriting and that of 
his wife. I had read every letter he wrote 
her and every letter she wrote him while he 
was in prison. 

The day after my talk with the post-office 
inspectors, I received a tracing of a letter 
which came from Louisville, Kentucky. On 
the back of the envelop was: “Five days— 
L. C. F., No. Fourth Avenue, Louisville, 
Kentucky." It was addressed in the hand- 
writing of Mrs. John Kelly. Needless to say 
I was on my way to Louisville an hour later, 
very happy and sure that it was only a mat- 
ter of a day or two before I had Kelly and 
his clever wife in the toils of the Law. 


HEN Iarrivedat Louisville, Iregistered 

at the Seelback Hotel and immedi- 

ately went to work. I think it was about 

ten-thirty at night when I started out to 

find the Fourth Avenue address which had 

been on the back of the letter. I had very 

little trouble finding it, and within an hour 
after locating it, I got a great thrill! 

I was walking up and down the street, al- 
ways with my eyes on the house, watching 
people who entered and left it. It was a 
five-story apartment house. Presently I 
saw a woman come out and go to a delica- 
tessen store on the corner. I couldn't see 
her face as she brushed past me, almost 
touching my shoulder, but something about 
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her height and general silhouette made my 
heart leap! When she entered the store, I 
peered through the window. Yes, I was 
right—the woman was Kelly’s wife! 

I ducked across the street and waited 
until she had returned to the apartment 
house. I could see from across the street 
that when she went into the lobby she 
pressed a door button on the left-hand side 
of the entrance. After she had gone up 
stairs, I went into the lobby and examined 
the names on the buttons on the left-hand 
side. There was one box with the name 
“L. C. Frohman” written on it. The in- 
itials on the back of the letter which Mrs. 
Coakley had received were “L. C. F.”! 

“The chase is about over," I thought, and 
a great weight, a weight that had been press- 
ing on me since the day of "Denver Dude's" 
escape from Beecham Prison, fell from my 
heart. 

I dared not leave the house for a minute, 
yet I had to have help to make the arrest. 
I didn't know how many persons might be 
in the Frobman apartment, and I couldn't 
afford to do any gambling after I had the 
quarry almost in my hands. Whatever 
move I made, it had to be good. 

I hailed a passing policeman, and asked 
him to call the Detective Bureau and tell 
the chief I required help immediately to 
arrest a noted criminal whom I had been 
trailing all over the country. 

As the cop hurried away, I saw Kelly 
come out of the apartment house with two 
companions. He carried a small bag. One 
of the men had a package under his arm. 
When they got on the sidewalk they stood 
there for a minute. I was possessed with 
the thought that they were looking at me, 
that they had seen me and were alarmed. 
Trying to appear casual, I moved down the 
street, all the time observing them out of the 
corner of my eye. Suddenly one of them 
started walking rapidly in my direction. It 
was Kelly. I reached for my gun. I had 
left it in my bag at the hotel! 

“What a mess I'm in!" I thought to my- 
self. “If this fellow recognizes me, he'll 
kill me sure!” 

I saw all my plans to capture him go up 
in smoke! 


Kelly is a game man—and the War- 
den is! What is going to happen, now 
that they are face to face—and the 
Warden is determined to get Kelly! In 
the concluding part of this story, pub- 
lished next month, is told the amazing 
extreme to which Warden Hart resorts 
in his grim determination to subdue 
“Denver Dude." Don’t miss it. You 
will find it in April TRUE DETECTIVE 
MYSTERIES, on all news stands on 
March 15th. 
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The Mysterious Murder of 
Mrs. Haskell 


(Continued from page 51) 


Haskell. The word was passed on, and he 
was pointed out to me as the smallest of 
the swarm of fielders participating in the 
game. 

He came running toward me in answer 
to the summons. He was a tall, well-built 
boy for nine years. His eyes were like his 
mother’s—clear gray, large, and frankly 
inquisitive. 

I commented upon the game, told him 
I was a friend of his mother's, and asked 
him if he would like to go for a ride with 
me in my new car. He glanced back at 
the ball game a little reluctantly, but I 
could see that he was tempted by the new 
car. Boylike, he was shy and ill at ease, 
but he decided to go with me. 

As we walked toward the car, I noticed 
the door of Haskell's house open, and the 
old man came out. He had a pipe in his 
mouth and the evening paper under his 
arm. When he caught sight of us in the 
car, he dropped the paper and called 
excitedly to the child. Ted was interested 
in the interior of the car and did not see 
his grandfather, or hear him calling. 
swiftly drove away, but not before I had 
observed out of the corner of my eye the 
look on the face of the old man, who by 
this time was in the yard calling after us. 
His expression amounted almost to panic! 
Again, I felt that I was taking a step in 
the right direction. 

"You are quite a big boy, Ted," I said, 
smiling down at him. "Aren't you almost 
ten years old now?" 

"Sure!" He grinned at me engagingly. 
“I’m nine, going on ten." 

“What grade are you in at school?” 

“Four-B—upstairs, too," he informed me 
proudly. 

“Do you like your teacher?” 

“Aw—not much. She gives a fellow too 
much to do," was the reply. 

"She doesn't give you many arithmetic 
problems to work at home, does she?" 

"Yes, sir. She sure does. Friday I 
couldn't even play ball after school 'cause 
I had fifteen problems to work in addition. 
Long ones, too!” 

Clearly, his self-consciousness was leaving 
him, which was the very result that I was 
striving for. 

"Did your mother help you with your 
lessons before she died, Ted?" I asked. 

At the mention of his mother, he became 
alert, instantly placing himself on the 
defensive. Silently he stared before him 
without answering. 

I changed the subject with no comment. 
Evidently, he had been threatened and 
in what to say. I 
talked about the motor for a moment. 
'Then I showed him the new gas gage, and 
let him try to shift the gears. 

“I was terribly sorry to hear about your 
mother's death, Ted," I ventured after a 
few moments. “Were you at home when 
she first got sick?” 

At my question the child looked 
frightened and more ill at ease than ever. 

“Yes, I was there,” he told me reluc- 
tantly. 

“Your father was there, too, wasn’t he, 
Ted?” 

The child began to tremble. 


"Yes," he admitted briefly. 

"Your father was not always good to 
your mother, was he?” 

"He was pretty good to her." The boy 
compromised between the truth and an 
untruth. 

"But he used to beat her, didn't he?" 

The boy fidgeted nervously, and then 
said: 

“No, sir!" 


RE you sure, Ted?" I persisted, 
looking him in the eye. “Mrs. 


Johnson told me that she saw your father 
beat your mother not over three weeks 
ago.” 

He appeared confused, and his voice 
dropped to a low mutter, so that I had to 
bend my head to hear it. 

“T don’t know,” was all that be said. 

“Your father beat your mother the 
Sunday before she became ill, didn't he?" 

"No. He did not. That wasn't what 
made Mama sick!” 

"Can't you tell me what did make her 
sick, Ted?" I asked kindly. 

He began to cry, and after a moment 
looked up. 

"Papa told me that he would kill me if 
I told anyone anything at all about Mama! 
Grandpa said that he would, too. He said 
that people would think I was crazy, and 
that the neighbors would take me away and 
lock me in a crazy-house!" 

By this time the child was sobbing and 
wiping his eyes with a grimy little fist. 
We had driven into the country, and I 
stopped the car and took hold of his hot 
little hands. 

I spent the next few minutes assuring 
him that he should tell, and that notbing 
would happen to him if he did. I could 
see that he was greatly burdened with his 
secret and that, with a little more per- 
suasion, I might obtain the entire story. 

I tried to start him off by saying: "Your 
father came home drunk—about what 
time, Ted?" 

The child sat up, looking me straight in 
the eye, and began speaking swiftly and 
clearly. 

“Papa came home drunk—I don't know 
what time. Mama and I were afraid, and 
we ran and hid in the barn when we heard 
him come in, 'cause he used to whip Mama 
when he was drinking." Tears came to 
his eyes, but he went steadily on. 

e E waited out there for an hour, and 

Mama thought that he had gone 
off, for everything was so still. So we 
slipped back into the house through the 
kitchen. After we got in, we went in the 
bedroom, and there he was lying on the bed. 
He had heard us enter, and started after 
us. 

“Mama whispered for me to run and hide 
again, and she ran out of the house—out 
of the side door. I didn't know where she 
went. Papa was swearing, and he stumbled 
all around looking for us, getting madder 
and madder. 

"I was under the bed in the other bed- 
room, and he came in there looking for us. 
He walked over to the window and looked 
out, and then I heard him laugh. Mama 


must have been stooping down outside the 
window, next to the house, when Papa saw 
her. Papa called out to her: 

“ ‘What are you doing. out there? Afraid 
of me, are you? Come into this house!’ 

"But she wouldn't come, and then 
Papa reached out of the window and 
grabbed Mama by the hair!” 

When he mentioned his mother's hair, 
I remembered that she had had a great 
mane of it, too luxuriantly beautiful to 
bob. Haskell used to brag that she could 
sit on it when she let it down! 

"Then," the boy continued, “Mama 
sorter groaned. Papa didn't pay any 
attention, and she begged him to turn 
loose her hair. She said he was hurting 
her. She said, 'You're killing me!' 

"Papa laughed, and reached down, and 
puled Mama in the house by her hair." 

I put my arm around the sobbing little 
figure. 

“Was that all, Ted?" I asked him gently, 
when he was quieter. “Did your mother 
scream?” 

“I don't think so.... Then Papa 
picked her up where she was lying, and 
banged her head against the window 
sill. X 

The child had told his story vividly. 
Was it not probable, I asked myself, that 
the last few blows had been the cause of 
Mrs. Haskell's death? I was tremendously 
impressed when I thought of the devotion 
of a woman who would suffer as she un- 
doubtedly had done until the last, and still 
be true to her mate. 

“What did your father do then, Ted?" 

"He stood there a minute, looking down 
at Mama on the floor. Then he went out 
and came back with his bottle, and drank 
alot. He wiped his face. Then he began 
to call out for me. I was afraid not to 
come, and crawled out from under the bed. 

“He said for me to get some water in a 
pan. When I came back, he was tugging 
at Mama, trying to get her on the bed. 
He pulled, and almost dropped her, but 
got her on the bed. 

"Then he washed Mama's face. Her 
eyes were closed, and she was white and 
still. Papa squeezed some water on her 
hair. He took his bottle and poured some 
down her throat. Mama moaned a little 
and opened her eyes. . . . She kept putting 
her hand to her head. . . . Papa began to 
take off her clothes. He sent me out, and 
told me that if I didn't stay in the back 
room he would beat me. 

“I stayed in the back room a long time. 
' Then I heard him call the Doctor. 
By that time it was daylight, and Doctor 
Quickenstead came. . . . Mama was moan- 
ing and crying again. . . ." 


HAT was the story Ted told. The 

Court stenographer took it down, word 
for word, as he talked. 

I soothed the boy as best I could, and 
let him out of the car a block from his home. 

A few hours later, I called on Doctor 
Quickenstead at his office. 

"Doctor, I have received information 
of the highest importance, which will be 
a great surprise to you," I began. 

"Certainly not concerning the Haskell 
case?" The Doctor leaned forward. 

"Exactly! I have learned the real story 
of what happened to Mrs. Haskell on 
Sunday night, from her son Ted!" 

"What! You mean that the woman 
actually did die an unnatural death?" 
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The Doctor was excited. He had risen and 
was staring at me in blank amazement. 

“T have with me the story that the child 
told, word for word. Mrs. Haskell was 
beaten to death! I think that it would be a 
very good idea for you to read it yourself, 
Doctor.” 

I explained how I had found Ted and 
obtained the story from him. I then 
opened my brief case and laid before the 
Doctor a number of typewritten sheets. 

The Doctor began to read them at once. 


HE office became very still. I could 
even hear a fly on the window across 
the room. Below, there was only an 
occasional motor horn to disturb the 
silence. The Doctor read on. The sheets 
crackled as he turned them over. As he 
reached the last page, he became percepti- 
bly nervous. When he had finished, he 
mopped his forehead with his handkerchief, 
and began to pace up and down the floor. 
“Judge, it is preposterous, utterly im- 
possible, that such a thing should have 
happened!" he exclaimed excitedly. 

“I admit that it sounds that way, Doctor, 
but I do not believe that the child was 
telling an untruth. He could not have 
imagined it." 

"Possibly not. I think that he did, 
though—at least, partly. George might 
have beaten his wife and abused her, but 
I do think that the child has evidently 
magnified and exaggerated the story.” 

"If such be the case, why was it so 
necessary for Haskell to threaten the boy 
about saying anything about his mother? 
Everybody knows that George had at 
times beaten her. He would hardly have 
been so afraid for that to get out." 

"Furthermore," continued the Doctor, 
utterly disregarding my argument, “no 
woman could suffer and undergo the pain 
that she must have endured, without telling 
at least where the pain was!" 

“Pride, and the love of a woman for a 
man, can do many things, Doctor. I 
do think that the ordinary woman would 
have told on him after such a dastardly 
deed. But Mrs. Haskell was not an or- 
dinary woman.” 

"[ am overwhelmed by the idea, Judge, 
and I cannot but doubt the story until it 
is proved." 

I could easily understand that the 
Doctor should feel as he did, especially 
after having attended Mrs. Haskell. I 
asked him: 

"Do you remember her putting her hand 
to her head at any time during her illness?” 

The Doctor thought a moment. “I do 
remember her doing that once or twice. 
It is a gesture, however, which is so natural 
to a woman when she is suffering that I, 
of course, attached no significance to it. 
Gad! What a death if his story is true!'' 

"She was one woman in a hundred. Her 
courage was positively heroic." 

“What do you plan to do, Judge?" asked 
the Doctor. 

"Conduct a post-mortem examination 
as soon as possible, and let you make a 
thorough examination of her head. That 
is the only way that we can arrive at a 
positive claim to back the testimony of the 
child." 

“The sooner we do that the better. I 
think you are right." 

“Could you be at the cemetery to-morrow 
morning at ten o'clock?" 

"Yes, Shall I bring the undertaker?” 
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“If you will, Doctor. I will leave now 
and see the Sheriff, and make arrangements 
with him for to-morrow. Good-by!” 


A five minutes to ten o'clock next 
morning, two cars drove into the Rox- 
bury burial-ground. 

The cemetery was peaceful and quiet. 
It had nestled in a grove of pecan trees for 
many years, and had outgrown the hillside 
and straggled down toward the valley. In 
one section of it, old Indian graves were 
still to be seen, and the dates on the old 
rock slabs in other lots were relics of days 
long since past. 

As we drove into the drive under the 
shade of the trees, past the rows of neat 
family plots, marked for the most part 
with simple, marble markers, a sense of 
the unreality of our mission swept over me. 
It was as if I had dreamed all the events of 
the last week. I found myself feeling some- 
what as the Doctor did about the matter. 
After all, had we not only the boy's story 
for what had occurred? 

The car behind mine stopped, and 
Doctor Quickenstead and the undertaker 
alighted. Sheriff Robinson, Deputy Tom 
Watson and Deputy Bob Stokes were with 
me. 

We exchanged greetings, and with very 
little trouble found our way to the Haskell 
family plot. 

'The grave which we sought was the new- 
est one on the drive. The wreaths and 
floral offerings were still on the grave. On 
some of them, the fern was still green. 
Even the bench, where the family, George 
Haskell, Ted, old man Haskell and the 
other boys, had sat, was still where it had 
been placed only a few days before. 

The June sun beat down unmercifully, 
and we stepped into the shade of a tree 
while the sexton removed the dead flowers. 

Then the work of exhuming the body 
began. The sexton, being an old man, 
was not very fast, and all of us removed 
our coats and took turns at the digging. 
None of us minded it, for the nervous 
tension was great and we much preferred 
to be working even on this rather than to 
stand and silently look on. 

Twenty minutes later, the picks struck 
the outer box. As the shovels removed the 
last few piles of soil from the coffin, the 
scraping sound was unpleasantly morbid. 
The men stepped back into the shade, as 
the coffin was reached, wiping their wet 
brows. 

'The casket was a gray one, very ornately 
decorated and tasseled. It was lifted out 
and placed on the surface of the ground. 
The lid was pried open with a pick. A 
dead silence reigned. None of us moved 
forward. The sexton and the undertaker, 
their work done, stepped aside. 


A curious wave of expectancy per- 
vaded the air. What would the coffin 
reveal? Was George Haskell’s secret 
locked within? Standing in the presence 
of the casket, a feeling of awe swept over 
me. What right did we have to disturb 
this woman's rest? She had passed into 
other hands than ours. Had she not earned 
her rest? But as the thought of the child's 
simple, earnest story of the crime recurred 
to me, I advanced with the Doctor. 

In order to examine her, the body had 
to be removed from the coffin. The Doctor 
turned to us for aid. No one moved to 
offer assistance. The sexton, and the 
undertaker, and the Doctor lifted the body 
and put it on the grass. 

Doctor Quickenstead took from his bag 
a pair of large scissors and a razor. The 
dead woman's hair had come unpinned, 
and it spread in wavy masses on the dusty 
grass. It was soon sheared close to the 
head. 

Bending close, with searching eyes, the 
Doctor scrutinized it. Then the body 
was turned on its face in order that a thor- 
ough view of the back of the head could be 
had. Instinctively, we drew closer when 
we heard the Doctor utter an exclamation 
of horror! 

The woman's scalp was badly lacerated 
all over, and at the base of the brain the skull 
was fractured! 

Up until this time, none of us had been 
sure of the outcome of the investigation, 
and it was a shock to all of us. Surprise 
and horror held us spellbound. So Haskell 
had murdered his wife, lied about her, cried 
at the funeral, and buried her, thinking 
to bury his crime’ with her! 

The Doctor rose slowly from his knees, 
and motioned silently to the undertaker. 
The sexton came forward and the body 
was placed back in the casket. The lid 
was placed on the box, and we held a short 
consultation, after which we left the under- 
taker with the body and all drove back in 
my car to Roxbury, stunned by our dis- 
covery. 


WAS extremely anxious, as were all of 

the party, that Haskell be arrested before 
he had time to get away. The Sheriff 
procured the necessary warrant immediately 
and, accompanied by the two deputies, we 
went in search of him. 

Could the killer have heard in some way 
that he was under suspicion and have left 
the country? Now that his guilt was as- 
sured, I was eager to bring him to trial. I 
waited impatiently in the car while they 


went into Haskell’s house to search for 
him. He was not there, and we went on to 
town, 


It was in old man Haskell's office that 
they found him. They slipped in before 


The Thrills of the Air Fighters 


CONKED—on the wrong side of the Meuse! 


He looked up with a ghastly smile. 


Five Fokkers circled above him like so many buzzards, while grinning German 


faces peered at him. 


“Well, give me the works, you blue-eyed devils!” he shouted. 


trick, and here goes!" 


“T’ve got one more 


Follow Jim Benton through that last trick of his when faced with certain death in 
this thrilling story of air-battles in the March issue of FLYING SroniEs, a Macfadden 
Publication. 

As a special feature, 16 pages of rotogravure have been added, which will 
have thrilling and unusual aviation pictures. 

On the news stands February 23rd. Twenty-five cents. Thirty cents in Canada. 


he realized that they were there. As soon 
as he saw the Sheriff, he made a dive for 
the back door and in two seconds was in 
the outer hall—and in the arms of the 
deputies waiting for him there! 

He did not put up any resistance when 
they handcuffed him, and a moment later 
he was on his way to the jail. 


ASKELL'S trial for murder followed — 
one of the most sensational murder 
trials in the history of Texas. In fact, this 
case, on account of the peculiar circum- 
stances surrounding it, attracted attention 
in the press all over the United States. 
Summed up briefly, the State proved that 
Mrs. Haskell had died as a result of a» 
injury sustained at the base of her brain, 
inflicted by her husband, George Haskell. 
An official autopsy, after the body had 
been disinterred, showed that the skull 
was shattered over an area of one-and- 
one-half inches in diameter on the left side 
of the head, above the left ear. Experts 
testifed that this was sufficient cause for 
her death and did cause it. Tbe evidence 
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at the trial showed that George Haskell 
had come home drunk, and pulled his wife 
in at the window by her hair, and had 
struck her head against the window sill, 
causing the skull fracture. 

Haskell’s lawyers, ignorant of the real 
facts which I had discovered, had practically 
no defense. 

The jury were closeted for fifteen hours, 
debating with themselves as to the penalty 
to impose. It may be explained that the 
penalty for murder in Texas, at the time 
of the trial, could be death, imprisonment 
for life, or for any term of years not less than 
five. The jurors could have given the death 
penalty. Ten out of the twelve jurors 
were in favor of a verdict of death, but 
they finally agreed on life imprisonment. 

Haskell did not confess, nor did he take 
the stand in his own defense. He served 
some years in the penitentiary, at the end 
of which time he was pardoned by Miriam 
("Ma") Ferguson, at that time Governor of 
Texas. 

Not even the Prosecution learned on 
what grounds Haskell was pardoned. 


The Bunco Million! 


(Continued from page 60) 


was nabbed later in Seattle, and so on. 

Glance over the list of this formidable 
aggregation, taken from my records, and 
by no means complete—the most power- 
ful criminal syndicate in the annals of 
American crime: 


E. A. Hutchings 
Hugh Trainor 

B. M. Patterson 

J. R. Farrell 

Harry D. White 
Walter Byland 
Edward L. Stanton 
William H. Loftus 
Arthur Toschero 
“Doc” Sterling 
Edward Marsh 
Robert F. Wilson 
William Shaw 
Frank Williams 
Cal Rolf 

C. V. Wilson 
George H. Williams 
Grove Sullivan 


'Thomas Gere 
Ralph S. Sadler 
T. J. Brady 
George Belcher 
Emory S. King 
John J. Grady 
James R. Smith 
Audley Potts 
Leon Felix 
Robert Knowles 
Arthur B. Cooper 
Charles E. Smith 
Ed Johnson 

Jack Hardaway 
Louis Mushnick 
'Thomas Beech 
J. H. French 
William Mead 


William Dougherty J. A. Topler 
Edward P, Schultz Art Young 
Clayton Dorchester A. O. Kepler 


A total of forty-two! And the list is 
not complete, nor does it include corrupt 
bank and other officials, go-betweens, and 
so forth. 

Gere and Dorchester were arrested in 
Los Angeles during Asa Keyes’ adminis- 
tration, and will figure in the pages to 
follow. 

Weeks and months followed the clean- 
up in Denver, and the pressure of out- 
raged public feeling in Los Angeles 
forced Keyes and other officials to con- 
tinue to give the bunco situation their 
attention, A few bunks continued to be 
picked up who had remained in town, 
and some whom the authorities located 
in other cities, and who were extradited. 
It was amusing—grimly so—to see the 
corrupt officials who still remained, turn 
against these criminals with simulated 


ferocity, in order to save their own faces! 


Y the fall of 1923, I had at last ironed 

out most of the differences between 
my clients, and my case was ready for a 
hearing, These clients, who had been 
victimized by the Bunco Syndicate, were: 
Thomas Donnahue, who had lost $43,000.- 
00; William Falligan, of Denver, out 
$20,000.00; Joseph Bassler, a Texan, who 
had lost $24,000.00; John Gunther, of 
Illinois, $25,000.00; John T. Hurr, of 
Pennsylvania, $27,000.00; William Schnei- 
der, of Washington, $20,000.00; and John 
Tabor, also of Washington, who had lost 
$70,000.00. 

Our legal battery consisted of W. L 
Gilbert, James W. Bell, and James E. 
Fenton. The attorneys for the syndicate 
were Oscar Lawler, James E. Degnan, 
William J. Hunsaker, E. W. Britt, and 
T. B. Cosgrove. 

In November, 1923, the case was called 
for a hearing in the United States Court 
before the Honorable Benjamin F. Bled- 
soe. It was a bitterly contested trial. 
Right was on our side, but the Defense 
was backed by several local banks, and 
financed by plenty of money. The trial 
finally ended with a hung jury. 

The next trial was before Judge Trip- 
pit, and was equally hard fought every 
inch of the way. But in the end we 
received a judgment for $122,000.00. 

Of course, the attorneys for the Syn- 
dicate gave notice of an appeal, but they 
had spent a good deal more money than 
we had on the case, and I was approached 
by their representatives with an offer to 
settle for half of the award, or $61,000.00. 
Knowing that, if we refused to accept 
this, the Syndicate would bend all their 
tremendous resources to getting appeal 
after appeal, I called my clients together 
and advised them to accept the settle- 
ment. 

The majority, however, flushed with 
what they considered victory, and deter- 
mined to win back every cent plus costs, 
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Posed by 
JANET GAYNOR 


and 


MADGE BELLAMY 
Stars in Fox Films 


You Too, Can 
Shop On 
Fifth Avenue 


[4 Thru the Pages of the 
W HAMILTON CATALOG 


"THERE are hundreds of the very newest styles photo- 
raphed. on living models. Featuring Paris imports 
ar original Fifth Ave. modes as well as photographs of 
prominent Screen Stars actually wearing Hamilton Clothes, 
€, All-Wool coats as low as $7.95—All Silk dresses as low as 

5,95—in fact everything in ready-to-wear for the entire 
family, «[You buy direct from the manufacturer at 
| inpia wholesale prices—and save from $5 to $10! 

o matter how low the price, Hamilton's high standard of 
quality is never reduced! 


We Guarantee Hamilton Prices 
to be the Lowest in America! 


Tf, before June Ist, you can buy the same mer- 
chandise for less we will refund the difference 


SEND TO-DAY For Your Free 


Copy of the New HAMILTON 
Catalog! 


s 


4 a ae, 
m > p e 


HAMIITON 
GARMENT COMPANY 


Dept. 72, 114.116 Fifth Ave., New York 
Please send me FREE your new Spring Catalog! 
Name --... 


M ME Mr e c TEL UR S 


- T--------2--------------. 


Do you want a steady income of 
$75 to $100 a week? Then help 
me introduce the new Comer 
Ced-O-Bags and Comer Butterfly 
Moth Bags. They're selling like 
hot cakes everywhere. Thousands 
of dollars" RICE right in your 
neighborhood 
Make Money FAST 

Everybody knows Ced-O-Bags— 
the sure protection against moths. 
Ced-O-Bags are now made in 
beautiful green, blue, rose, and 
black, at no extra cost. 
with new patented slide fastener. 
And Butterfly Moth Bags The 
very finest of Egyptian Cretonne. 
Choice of seven exquisite color 
combinations 


New patented — slide 
fastener locks Ced-O- 


m that no M uum 
can resist. ou can simply coin a ‘Ghee 
money with this new line, sold ma my EM 
only through my Re presentatives moths, 
-—never in stores. 
$12.90 in Half an Hour 
I've started hundre: ds on the way to Big Money. 
in three hours," writes Mrs. Troutman, Georgia. 
in fifteen minutes," says J. H. Hennage. R. F. Hughes 
made $12.90 in 30 minutes. John Spencer made $24 
in 7 hours. . . . Just figure out for yourself what those 
figures amount to in a week—or a month. And these 
people didn't have as good a proposition as I’m offer- 
ng you right now. 

Start NOW. Get in on the Big Money 
With my proposition you collect your | rofit on the spot. 
No deliveries to make—no collections. At the end of a day 
you have $10—$15— $20 or more all yours. And there's al- 
ways plenty more where that came from. Don't hesitate. 
Territories are going fast. You're on the right track now. 
The road's clear to Big Money. I'm ready to do my part 
when you write me for details. Send a postcard TODAY! 


Comer Manufacturing Company 
Dept. Z-350 Davton. Ohio 


Are You Thin and Weak? 


Bernarr. Macfadden's book, ‘Gaining 
Weight," is based on common sense plus a 
piramid knowledge of the human body. 

lis carefully outlined instructions are 
devised to fit every varying circumstance 
and condition of the individual. Price 50c. 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 
Desk TDM-3 Macfadden Bldg. 
1926 Broadway New York 


"$16 
“$9 


at 15 cente 


EAGLE WATCH CO. 
Dept. A-52 East Boston, Mass. 


THROW YOUR VOICE 


a trunk, under 
the bed or anywhere. 

Lots of fun fooling the 

@ teacher, policeman or 
friends. 


THE VENTRILO 


a little instrument, fits in the 
mouth out of sight used with 
above for Bird Calls, etc, 
Anyone can use it. Never 
Fails. 16-page course on 
ventriloquism, the Ventrilo, 

catalog "ol novelties, tricks, puzzles, etc. 


and our 450- 


page 
All for 10 Cents, Postpaid. 


BADGER NOVELTY CO., Dept. 1, RACINE, WIS. 


Absolutely z line of Taylor, Hats. — Breaki 
wen report $40 in one day! $29 one alternoon! 


4 hours! 

MEN WANTED AT ONCE d 
I want 300 more men at once to wear this FREE HAT. You make 
big money taking orders. Most wonderful hat value on market, Genuine 
wool felt, English uti finish, choice of 6 ular 


Weite for FREE ostit and FR FREE HAT wall sd There's real money 
ai ou. J. W. Taylor, 

waiting fet a VLOR CAP & HAT MFRS., 

Dept. 111-P CINCINNATI, OHIO 


ail records! Taylor 
$23 a day! $17 in 
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| refused to consider the settlement. In 


vain I pleaded with them, pointing out 
that the Defense had a fortune on their 
side, and that we could hardly stand the 
expense of another trial, let alone sev- 
eral. The majority ruled, and I threw 
up my hands and gave in, refusing the 
settlement. 

The Syndicate appealed 
they had threatened, and, sure enough, 
Judge Trippit’s judgment was reversed, 
and we were wiped out! 

So much for that. I washed my hands 
of the bunco mess, and turned to other 
affairs that were clamoring for my 
attention. 


the case as 


UT all was not over, and a few months 

later I was once more to be drawn 
into the thing, in the midst of one of the 
most nauseating political messes in my 
recollection. 

Thomas Gere and Clayton Dorchester, 
alias C. F. Dennison, were picked up in 
Salt Lake City, in March, 1924. I had 
been instrumental in preferring charges 
against them in 1922, for engineering the 
swindling of Thomas Donnahue out of 
$43,000.00, and Mrs. Ethel Hupp out of 
$30,000.00. They had jumped bail, and 
skipped the State. 

Dorchester, or Dennison, as he de- 
clared himself and as I shall refer to 
him henceforth, was a shrewd and edu- 
cated man of middle age and good ap- 
pearance, and when he was caught in 
Salt Lake, he fought extradition. Re- 
moved to Los Angeles, he claimed he was 
the victim of mistaken identity, and that 
he and his pal, Gere, were innocent. 
Keyes put them on trial, and Mrs. Hupp 
identified both Dennison and Gere. 

The case was hard fought. But, in the 
end, according to reports, both Dennison 
and Gere were assured that if they 
pleaded “guilty,” they would receive a 
light sentence. They did so—and “got 
the works”: the Prison Board sentencing 
them for ten years, to begin April 2nd. 

And then things happened! All this 
time I had been viewing the case as a 
private citizen, with something, it is true, 
of a cynical eye. 


HORTLY after sentence had been 

pronounced, Gere and Dennison, 
stunned by the sentence they had re- 
ceived, put their heads together. When 
it was almost time for them to be taken 
to San Quentin Penitentiary, they had 
determined that unless something was 
done to lighten their sentences, they 
would let the world know that certain 
officials of the D. A.’s office, and of the 
Police Department had afforded the 
Bunco Syndicate protection, and accepted 
rake-offs. 

This information reached me in a 
roundabout way. The wives of Dennison 
and Gere knew a íriend of mine, and 
asked him to come to me and explain the 
stand their husbands were about to take, 
and beg me to advise them—Mrs. Gere 
and Mrs. Dennison—so they, in turn, 
could tell their husbands what I said. 

I was a bit surprised to know that, in 
view of my activities against the Bunco 
Syndicate, the wives of two of its mem- 
bers placed such faith and confidence in 
my sense of fairness and my judgment. 
But, at the request of my íriend, I went 
to see the women. 


They were in a terrible state, both con- 
vinced that if their husbands carried out 
their threats, they would never get out of 
jail alive. They begged me to give them 
my viewpoint and advice, so that they 
could tell their husbands what I said, 
saying that Gere and Dennison had the 
greatest respect for me, and would pos- 
sibly reconsider doing what they con- 
templated. Both women, while íceling 
that their husbands were right, were 
reconciled to letting them serve their 
sentences, rather than take the risk they 
meant to. 

“They'll be fools if they do!" I affirmed 
emphatically. "In the first place, they've 
already been sentenced. And whether 
their charges are true or not, they'll be 
lucky to get a hearing, and if they do, 
they can never buck Keyes and the other 
officials. Keyes is District Attorney, and 
has become very powerful Besides, in 
the eyes of the world, and that goes for 
the Grand Jury, both Dennison and Gere 
are lawbreakers—crooks. It would be 
their word against that of trusted and 
powerful public officials. By all means 
tell them to forget it, and let the Law 
take its course.” 


RS. DENNISON and Mrs. Gere 

thanked me, and promised that they 
would lose no time in communicating to 
their husbands what I had said. I asked 
them to let me know how they came out, 
and took my leave, wondering what the 
outcome would be. It was clear enough to 
me that, even if the District Attorney 
wanted to do anything for the men, it was 
out of his hands, as they had already been 
sentenced, and, following the usual cus- 
tom, were being held in the county jail 
for a period before being transferred to 
the more permanent quarters that were 
being prepared for them at San Quentin. 

Before long the friend I have men- 
tioned reported to me, wearing a rather 
sober expression. 

“Well, Cody,” he said, “the fly’s in the 
soup. They're going ahead with their 
damn fool plans !” 

"Then their wives could do nothing?" 
I asked. 

"They went to the jail, and pleaded 
with them—told them what you said. 
Both Gere and Dennison respected your 
opinion, but said they knew what they 
were about, and that they were going 
through with the exposé." 

I remarked that I was sorry to hear it. 

“Well, here's something,” my friend 
said, producing a sheaf of papers and 
handing them to me. “Their signed 
statement, written in longhand. They 
want you to keep it safe for them, and 
produce it whenever they need it." 

“What do I want with the damned 
thing?” I scowled, glancing at the papers. 
"[ don't want to be any party to the 
affair. My advice to them was to forget 
it, and take their medicine!” 

“Well, I'd keep it, for the sake of the 
wives. If it comes to a show-down, per- 
sonally, I don't care if you say you've 
mislaid it, and I’m sure Mrs. Dennison 
and Mrs. Gere feel the same way. Of 
course, there may be another copy out 
somewhere.” 

I shrugged. 

“Well, I'll have it typed, and file it 
away. But Gere and Dennison ought to 
know better.” 


My friend wanted to know ii I could 
think of anything further that might dis- 
suade the pair from their plan, but I 
remarked that I had done all I could in 
the matter. 


could I do? These 
bunks had made up their minds to 
spill the beans, and apparently thought 
that they could scare Keyes and other 
officials into acting in their interests. 

I had the statement typed, and put it 
away, and turned my attention to ot'ier 
matters, But it wasn't very long before 
Dennison and Gere made good their 
threats, and let it be known to the Dis- 
trict Attorney that they were going to 
tell certain things if something wasn't 
done to lighten their sentence. 

Nothing was done, needless to say, and 
before Dennison and Gere could act, 
Gere took sick and was rushed to the 
Los Angeles County Hospital, where, on 
April 20th, 1924, he died. 

Of course, grim reports went the 
rounds. One that gained considerable 
circulation was that a well-known police 
detective, out of the kindness of his heart, 
had taken a box of candy to Gere and 
Dennison, and that Gere was fond of 
candy, but Dennison never touched 
sweets, 

It was an ugly story, of 
if it hadn't been so widespread, I 
wouldn't repeat it. Gere might have met 
his end through some perfectly natural 
organic disorder, though it has never 
been clear to me just what the disorder 
might have been. 

At any rate, Dennison claimed that 
Gere had been poisoned, and demanded 
that he be sent immediately to San Quen- 


T was true. What 


course, and 


tin, where he would be “safe.” 

HE got his wish, and whether he 
breathed easier when he got to 

prison or not, I don't know. He did 


abandon all desire to expose the author- 
ities, and, as for me, I placed the damn- 
ing (7) document where no one else 
would find it. I never realized that, many 
months later, this statement was to play 
a part in another grim political chapter 
that was to shake the country, and in 
which I would be officially concerned. 

During this time I was very busy with 
regular matters. While the police and 
the District Attorney's office had fought 
me when I applied for a renewal of my 
license, apparently bearing a grudge to- 
ward me, I harbored no personalities, 
and was content to let politics alone. 

I had caused one big shake-up, result- 
ing beneficially to the city in which I 
was a citizen and taxpayer, and I was 
satisfied that I had acted as my princi- 
ples had dictated, and had done all that 
one man, particularly a professional man 
like myself, could do. 

I was not an omnipotent being, and I 
had my family and my business to con- 
sider. Be a man honest or otherwise, 
there is nothing that can drag him into 
the mire and keep him there like messing 
with rotten politics. I should know what 
Im talking about, for in the forty-odd 
years I have been following the career 
of a private detective, I have seen many 
a well-meaning person commit virtual 
suicide. 

But, unknown to me, political intrigues 
were to enmesh me again, as I hinted a 
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few paragraphs back. Many months , 
aiter the Dennison-Gere chapter, I heard | 


that bunco men were again operating 
quite brazenly in the city. 
By now, however, I was immersed in 


matters of an entirely different . nature, 
and I shrugged my shoulders and de- 
cided that it was a matter for the city 
fathers to concern themselves about. I 
was even approached by persons who 
claimed that they had fallen victims to 
bunco men, but I had all that I could do, 
and turned them away. 

Indeed, my only contact with the 
bunco angle, if it could be called that, 
had been with the widow of Gere, and 
Mrs. Dennison and her daughter, who 
had fallen into desperate circumstances. 
The bunks in town knew of their plight, 
but, disproving the old wheeze that there 
is honor among thieves, had made no 
effort to help them. 

My wife and I had learned the state 
of affairs, and that there had been times 
when they had been without a thing to 
eat, unable to find employment. We 
were, fortunately, able to come to their 
rescue. The poor women were very 
grateful. Mrs. Dennison, bright-eyed 
and hopeful, was awaiting the day when 
her husband would be returned to her. 

And then, quite a bit later, Dennison 
did return—temporarily released from 
San Quentin, 


HREE and a half years had passed 

since Big Hutch had been sentenced, 
when Friend W. Richardson, at that time 
Governor of California, sent for me. 

His request was urgent, and I hurried 
to Sacramento, where he received me 
with the greatest courtesy, stating that 
he knew of my record as a private inves- 
tigator, and wished to engage me on a 
matter of great delicacy and importance. 

It seemed that the Board of Prison 
Directors had, without the Governor's 
knowledge, paroled Hutchings, acting 
upon a letter written to them by District 
Attorney Keyes, recommending the ac- 
tion, and claiming that he, the District 
Attorney, desired to appoint Hutchings 
to a position in his office! 

Richardson was very angry, and 
seemed convinced that the D. A.'s action 
had been unwarranted and indicated a 
questionable alliance between him, (the 
D. A.) and Hutchings. Also, through 
some channel or other, the Governor had 
learned of the statement Gere and Den- 
nison had drawn up charging the D. As 
office with having furthered the interests 
of the Bunco Syndicate, and had learned 
that I had the document in my files. 

The Governor told me that he had 
been aware of the state of affairs in Los 
Angeles for a long time, and that he 
meant to do something about it. I could 
help him, he said, by taking the state- 
ment to Dennison in San Quentin, have 
Dennison swear to it and agree to appear 
as a witness, and see that the statement 
was properly guarded and presented. 

We had a long talk over the old bunco 
situation, and the new one, and discussed 
other aspects of the situation, past and 
present. I wasn't any too anxious to give 
up other matters that were demanding 
my attention, but the Governor prevailed 
upon me to accept the assignment, and I 
agreed to do what I could. 

I obtained the statement that I had had 
in my files for so long, and took it to | 
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NEW MODEL 
HOMES ir: 


THEM 
IN THE BEAUTIFULI929 


AIADDIN CATALOG 


Many beautiful designs in prize-winning 
Aladdin model homes—just out! The 1929 
Aladdin Catalog is a revelation to prospective home 
owners, Send for your FREE copy today. 


Prices 


Include: Tey M LA 
All materials for Readi-Cut 
acompletehome, a» l 


together with in- 
structions and plans 
for erecting. 
Plumbing, Heat- 
ing and Lighting 
Equipment in- 
SS 
onal charge. 
s 5 Room Aladdin 
4 Floor Plans 
D» 


mE TT es 
miss] 
' 31254 


6 Room Aladdin 
4 Floor Plans 


“$1698 


6 Room Aladdin 
2 Floor Plans 


A high-grade 
Aladdin Built-In 
Kitchen Cabinet 
is just one of 
the many new 
modernizing fea- 
tures supplied with 
all Aladdin Homes 
at prices quoted. 


WE PAY 
FREIGHT 


8 Room Aladdin 


yo vasre DO% cost 
ave [8S O WASTE © COST 
The Aladdin Readi-Cut System saves you 
$200 to $800 on the price of your home. All 
lumber is cut-to-fit at mill on huge labor- 
saving machines instead of on the job where labor and 


umber waste costs dearly! We guarantee safe arrival 
of all materials and pay the freight to destination. 


FREE --. auliful 
New Catalog in (i | 


Just out! Profusely illustrated. 
Overflowing with interest. Clip 
coupon and mail today to nearest 
office for your copy. nd now, 
THE ALADDIN CO.,Bay City, Mich. 
gUIIELEEEEERE RE UELLE GER EA 
The qc Co. (Address nearest office) 
City, MI che, Wi 
Parnes, Ore., Toronto, 
Send at once, without obligation, FREE copy of the 
beautiful new Aladdin Catalog of Readi-Cut Homes, 
Summer Cottages and Garages, No. 451. 
Name 


Address. ——— 2 
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CAN BUILD 


‘a Steady Business 


A Leading Shirt Factory 

y now selling $9.00 worth 

of beautiful shirts for $6.95 
postpaid. Guaranteed Fast Colors. 
Salesmen cleaning up showing free 
sample outfit and taking orders and 
re-orders. No investment or experi- 


ence needed. 


Make More Money 
Just send name, we start you immedi- 
ately with broadcloth sam- 
ples, and everything you 
need. Write today! Sure! 


Bostonian 


Send for 
FREE 
OUTFIT 


MANUFACTURING Co. 
89 Bickford Sireet 
Boston, Mass. 


ee — — — — — 
BOSTONIAN MFG. CO., Dept. C-24, 
72 Summer St., Boston, Mass. [STRAIGHT LINE d 


Please send me your FREE shirt outfit immediately. 


tudy guided b: 
T Ber Fe of our : aculty. 


E American Corr. Schoo! of Law, 3601 
Michigan Ave., Dept. 1343, Chicago 


N 


S a ct 
ing to catalog sent with "e. 
Sendnomoney. Wetrust you. 
=< j U. S. SUPPLY CO. 
W SS Dept. 1173: GREENVILLE, PA. 


Skin Young 
Remove all blemishes and discolorations by regularly using 
pure Mercolized Wax. Get an ounce, and use as directed. 
Fine, almostinvisible particles of aged skin peel off, until all 
defects, such as pimples, liver spots, tan, freckles and large 
pores have ppeared. Skin is beautifully clear, soft and 
velvety, and face looks years younger. Mercolized Wax 
brings out the hidden beauty, To quickly remove wrink- 


les and other age lines, use this face lotion: 1 ounce pow- 
dered saxolite and 1 half pint witch hazel. At Drug Stores. 


HEADACHE MEANS 


. “LOOK OUT’? 
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Dennison in San Quentin, explaining the 
situation. Dennison said that he would 
be glad to appear as a witness, and de- 
clared that what he and Gere had written 
in their cell at the Los Angeles County 
Jail was the plain, unvarnished truth. 

I brought in a notary, and had Denni- 
son swear to the statement and sign it. 
Then I reported back to Governor Rich- 
ardson. It was the Governor's intention 
to demand that the Los Angeles Grand 
Jury investigate District Attorney Keyes, 
and he counted to a large extent on the 
testimony contained in the statement. 

Meanwhile, the fireworks had begun. 
Richardson had revoked Hutchings’ pa- 
role, denouncing the Prison Board, and 
demanding that Keyes arrest Hutchings 
and send him back to San Quentin, Of 
course, Keyes had to act. 

But it seemed that Hutchings had had 
no intention of availing himself of the 
job the District Attorney was reported 
to have offered him, and had decided he 
had more pressing business outside the 
State of California. It is unfortunate, 
for darned if I don't think Hutch would 
have made a good District Attorney, him- 
self! And, certainly he was smart 
enough to ooze himself into the job, 
eventually ! 

Hutch, traced to New York, intrenched 
himself, and procured a battery of law- 
yers. When the District Attorney's 
agents, and State agents sent by Gov- 
ernor Richardson sought him out, he 
thumbed his nose at them and told them 
to “go chase themselves.” When they 
sought to nab him, he fought extradition 
so well that Governor Alfred Smith, no 
doubt disgusted with California for hav- 
ing made a political issue out of the 
affair, refused to sign the necessary 
papers. 


EFORE this detail could be ironed 

out, Hutch decided to get out of the 
limelight, and did so; and is still “on 
parole,” so to speak. 

Through one of the State agents, who 
had seen and talked with him and men- 
tioned that Governor Richardson had 
employed me, I heard what Hutch had 
replied, when my name was mentioned: 

“Good God, is that guy Cody ever go- 
ing to lay off of me?” 


Hutch, I “laid off of you” many years 
ago, when I found out that the author- 
ities of Los Angeles considered you too 
nice a boy to be put in a nasty, clammy 
cell, You’re a smart hombre, and I take 
my hat off to you. There have been 
worse crooks than you in public office, 
and I guess you could indorse that. 


Of course, I was not concerned about 
Hutchings, after Woolwine had done his 
duty. My assignment with Richardson 
was merely to attend to the Dennison 
matter. 

My own attitude was neutral. My as- 
signment was a matter of business. Den- 
nison's statement was his own, and I had 
never violated his trust and made it pub- 
lic, nor discussed it with anyone. I had 
my own opinions regarding Asa Keyes, 
Woolwine's successor, and his adminis- 
tration, but they did not enter into my 
performance of the duties the Governor 
assigned to me. 

I repeat, I had had enough of politics; 


I bore no malice toward anyone; har- 
bored no personalities, and nursed no 
grudges. Nor in telling this merry tale 
have I any axes to grind, save that of 
picturing true conditions in as unbiased 
a fashion as what few simple prejudices 
I might have may permit—and this solely 
with the hope that I might períorm a 
public service. 

Dennison, in agreeing to testify at the 
Governor's behest, was promised no re- 
ward of any kind. When he was asked 
if he feared political vengeance, he only 
shrugged his shoulders, remarking that 
he was in complete sympathy with Gov- 
ernor Richardson, and would be glad to 
show his desire henceforth to walk the 
straight-and-narrow by letting the people 
of California and the world know the 
simple truth. 

But, for a time, his testimony was 
withheld, owing to the trouble the Gov- 
ernor was having in getting New York 
to extradite Hutch. The whole world 
read of the strange mess, and wondered 
why a man whose parole had been re- 
voked could not be arrested and returned 
to prison. I must confess that I won- 
dered myself. 


EANWHILE, the fireworks were on 

with a vengeance in California. 
Two political factions had made an issue 
of the situation; the old rivalry between 
Southern and Northern California has 
never been more clearly expressed, since 
the time, years and years ago, when 
efforts were made to create two separate 
States. 5 

Well, here was the whole thing in a 
nutshell, politically: 

Asa Keyes, who I might say was vir- 
tually the uncrowned governor of South- 
ern California, had offended the actual 
Governor of the State by prevailing upon 
the Board of Prison Directors to parole 
Hutchings. 

At that time, Keyes had managed to 
become somewhat popular and respected; 
while, on the other hand, Governor Rich- 
ardson's administration, which had been 
less spectacular, and through a pending 
State election, was likely to change 
shortly, had lost popular favor to some 
extent. 

That Richardson, in locking horns 
with Keyes, was merely seeking to snatch 
his political chestnuts from the fire, I 
most strongly doubt. True, he had re- 
sented Keyes’ action, but so would any 
executive in his place. I hold no brief 
one way or the other when there are 
pure political differences, but I certainly 
knew the bunco situation in Los Angeles 
if any man did, and I found out that 
the Governor had had it brought to his 
attention so often that Hutch’s release 
had proved the last straw. 

“Your office is corruptly administered!” 
the Governor thundered at Keyes through 
the medium of the press. “It smells to 
high heaven, and if the people of Los 
Angeles are too blind to recognize the 
truth, they must be made to see!" 

“Prove it!” was Keyes’ succinct chal- 
lenge. 

And then—the Dennison phase of the 
situation. 

Governor Richardson ordered the Los 
Angeles Grand Jury to convene and 
launch a thorough investigation of the 
District Attorney's office. The action 
was resented in the southland, though the 
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chief executive of the State had to be 
obeyed ín the matter. 

'This resentment was only too clearly 
mirrored in the most important, or the 
majority of the most 'mportant news- 
papers in Los Angeles, which, in the 
gubernatorial election to come, were 
solidly behind C. C. Young, who had 
announced his candidacy. 

Scathing attacks were launched upon 
Richardson. 
was alleged to exist in the District At- 
torney's office in Los Angeles, and that 
bunco men were again operating quite 
brazenly in the city, was forgotten. 

“Richardson’s action, on the eve of the 
State election, is significant," one paper 
remarked. “It is regrettable,” another 
had it, "that the Governor of California 
should seek to draw attention to himselí 
at this late hour by this questionable 
move.” “Richardson,” another newspaper 
proclaimed, “had better look to his own 
administration instead of meddling with 
affairs in Los Angeles.” 

Amid this fanfaronade came the weak 
voice of another paper: “Whatever Rich- 
ardson’s faults, the State of California 
owes him a vote of thanks for his action 
in ordering an investigation of Keyes’ 
office. Never, since the heyday of the 
monster Bunco Syndicate that had Los 
Angeles by the throat a few years ago, 
have conditions in the city been so down- 
right rotten. The gamblers and the vice 
barons, hold-ups, pickpockets, and other 
criminal factions have once more taken 
control of the city. . . . The release ot 
Hutchings is one of the blackest pages 


in the annals of the State of Califor- 
nian: t 

Oh, it was glorious! Looking back, I 
find it remarkable that the  prepon- 


derance of opinion is so radically differ- 
ent to-day. 


qux Grand Jury convened; the “inves- 
tigation" began—behind locked doors. 

And then, more fireworks, Richardson 
demanded that the public and the press 
be admitted to the session. It was a 
situation vitally affecting the destinies 
of Los Angeles and California, and not 
a political issue. 

Ha-ha's from the press. . . . Yes, we 
would like to be in on it, but Grand 
Juries aren't so constituted. As to this 
situation being political, it wasn't any- 
thing else but. The Governor was trying 
to stack up some much-needed votes for 
the coming election. . . 

Then came Richardson's statement that 
he was not a candidate tor reelection, 
and that his sole purpose was to let day- 
light into a hotbed. of corruption. 

Derisive laughs, and a taint chorus of 
" Atta-boy, Governor!" The Grand Jury 
felt that Richardson had gone far enough 
in directing it to convene, and had no 
business telling it how, or under what 
conditions, it should conduct its inves- 
tigations. 

Richardson gritted his teeth, and sent 
Dennison into the fray notwithstanding. 
Dennison didn't like the closed session 
idea any too well, but declared that he 
was willing to stand up with Keyes and 
fight that gentleman with anything, from 
verbal pyrotechnics to meat axes. 

Tex Rickard would have deplored the 
situation, I am sure. Here were all the 
elements of a big show, with the public 
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| clamoring to listen in, willing even to 
pay good money for the privilege--and 
left out in the cold! 

The Governor didn’t ask me to release 
the damning statement for publication, in 
conjunction with the hearing, as he might 
have done. I had the original copy, as 
written by Gere and Dennison in their 
cell at the county jail—and still have it. 
Of course, it is rightfully the property 
of Dennison, and I so consider it, and 

| whatever my own convictions may be re- 

| garding the instrument, I would never 
release it for publication even though the 
right to do so were mine. 


EHIND locked doors, guarded by 

muscular attendants, the Grand Jury 
convened. Scribes and lesser semioffi- 
cials, including myself, were kept in the 
corridor. The great public was without, 
tensely waiting to devour every morsel 
of news relating to the proceedings. 

Dennison was brought in, sober-faced, 
a determined light in his eyes, attended 
by prison guards. He disappeared into 
the chamber within. Asa Keyes, very 
grim, appeared soon, nodding briefly to 
the press and a few others—and was 
swallowed up by the dread chamber. 

I think I heard the tap-tap-tap of the 
gavel, but I am not sure. The walls 
were fairly thick, and, besides, it wasn't 
a nice thing deliberately to try to over- 
hear anything. 

Something like two hours elapsed. 
These two hours brought unmistakable 
evidence, even through the formidable 
walls, that something was taking place 
within. I believe, more than once, I 
heard Keyes’ bellowing, booming, vitri- 
olic yoice, and heard the crisp, sarcastic 
one of Mr. Clayton Dorchester, alias 
Dennison. 

Finally Dennison emerged with his 
guards, eyes twinkling and smiling 
broadly, and was whisked away. Then 
came Mr. Keyes, frowning, very red in 
the face, beads of perspiration clinging 
to his forehead. 

Had the impossible happened? Had 
Dennison convinced the Grand Jury that 
his charges were true? 

Even the members of the press won- 
dered, and speculation was rife for a 
while. And then the verdict was an- 
nounced: Dennison’s charges had been 
supported by insufficient evidence, and 
had been adjudged false! 

The papers blazoned out with trium- 
phant head-lines—most of them—and 
John Public shrugged his debt-stooped 
shoulders, and decided that Asa Keyes 
and his office were above reproach, and 
that Governor Richardson was at fault 
for having meddled with the issue, merely 
having sought thereby to further his 
political ends. 

I wasn’t surprised at the outcome, but I 
was puzzled by the expressions of the 
two combatants, Keyes and Dennison, 
when they had left the jury room. Why 
had Keyes looked as though he had been 
dragged through a knot-hole, and. Den- 
nison as though he had won a sensa- 
tional victory? . Certainly, both had 
known the outcome ‘before leaving the 
room and entering the corridor. 

I had a short talk with Dennison be- 
fore he was taken back to San Quentin, 

| however, that possibly explained this. 
“Maybe I was grinning,” he chuckled. 


"[ had reason to! Man, I gave that guy 
the ‘works,’ and had him almost gasping 
for breath! But—" he shrugged, sober- 
ing, “—the Grand Jury wouldn't believe 
me, so that’s that!” 

“Well, I guess you're satisfied," I said. 
"You wanted to loosen up months ago. 
I suppose you're going straight when 
you get out?" 

He laughed dryly. 

"I have had every intention of doing 
so, but now—man, I'll have to go 
straight. Say—I'm sorry on account of 
Governor Richardson, and maybe now 
he'll wonder if I played square and told 
the truth to the Grand Jury. But I did, 
Al—so help me! But I was a crook, and 
they wouldn't have believed me if I was 
twins !" 

Be that as it may, the Grand Jury had 
certainly wasted no time on the case. 
But Dennison's fears that the Governor 
would come to doubt the sincerity of his 
statements were, I am sure, never real- 
ized. I think the Governor believed him. 

Richardson, during the rest of his term, 
fought hard to bring Hutch back to San 
Quentin; but his efforts proved unavail- 
ing. When Richardson stepped out oí 
the Governor's chair at Sacramento, 
Hutch was still at liberty. Since then, 
it appears that no strenuous efforts are 
being made to bring the big, bad bunco- 
man back to California. 

Some excitement was caused not so 
long ago by a report from Honolulu that 
Big Hutch had swindled a wealthy man 
out of a huge sum of money, and for a 
while efforts were renewed to capture 
him—without speccess. 

Personally, I doubt that the swindler 
was Hutchings, for various reasons. One 
is that, through the many channels that 
are open to me as a private investigator, 
I learned on fairly good authority that 
Hutch was still in New York; had had 
enough of crime and politics, and was 
walking the chalk-line. As to this last, 
I am not, of course, sure. 

I bear no malice or grudge against 
Hutch; nor, for that matter, against any- 
one else who has figured in this account. 
The fact remains, however, that his pa- 
role was officially revoked. 


NE of Governor Richardson's last 

official acts was to explain his atti- 
tude toward the parole of Dennison, 
granted by the Board of Prison Direc- 
tors, some eleven months after Dennison 
had testified in Los Angeles—Dennison 
having served two years and seven 
months of his ten-year sentence. 

It seemed that the Prison Board had 
released Dennison without advertisement, 
and newspapers throughout the State 
commented unfavorably upon the action— 
particularly newspapers in Los Angeles. 

Following upon Dennison's parole, in 
answer to sarcastic comments emanating 
from the Los Angeles District Attorney's 
office that it was "pay-day in Sacra- 
mento,” Governor Richardson made the 
following statement to the press: 


Dennison's testimony before the Los 
Angeles Grand Jury was given with- 
out any promise of reward, and was 
a distinct aid to the State. He ex- 
posed a number of corrupt official 
transactions and was positive in his 
identification. I regret it has not 
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been published, and hope it will be. 
The people should know what Den- 
nison testified to before the Grand 
Jury. The publication of this testi- 
mony would present some startling 
acts of official corruption. 

Dennison changed his plea of “not 
guilty,” to “guilty,” while in the Los 
Angeles County Jail because he 
feared for his life. 

The Prison Board has acted on its 
own responsibility, but should be 
given praise for this act of justice to 
Dennison, who has endangered his 
life to give facts regarding corrupt 
Officials. Dennison showed great 
courage and a desire to reform by 
going to Los Angeles and testifying 
before the Grand Jury. 


In response to the Governor's state- 
ment, District Attorney 
this statement to the press: 


Governor Richardson's statement, 
compared with the actual records of 
this case, the investigations of Dor- 
Chester's activities and the action of 
the Grand Jury, is eloquent in speak- 
ing for itself, 

It is obvious that comment is un- 
necessary. As for the allegation that 
Dorchester or Dennison entered a 
plea of "guilty," because of fear for 
his life, that is absurd. This office 
spent months trailing members of the 
Bunco Gang to which this man be- 
longed. Our investigators brought 
in absolute proof that this organized 
gang had been operating for years in 
Los Angeles and elsewhere. 

During the height of their activi- 
ties in Los Angeles, they operated 
an elaborate “pay-off” layout in a 
local hotel. 

This man pleaded “guilty” not be- 
cause he “feared for his life," but 
because he knew we had the evidence 
against him. 


So there's both sides; take your choice. 


HAT was more than a year ago. As I 

conclude this account, Asa Keyes, fol- 
lowing his indictment in November, 1928, 
by the Los Angeles County Grand Jury on 
charges of bribery and corruption, has 
been removed from office. He has been 
succeeded as District Attorney of Los 
Angeles: County, by Buron Fitts, former 
chief deputy in Keyes' 
Lieutenant Governor of California. 

Hutchings is still at large at this writ- 
ing, and I am informed that the follow- 
ing bunks are also "wanted": Ed 
(“Checkers”) Stanton; Arthur Toschero; 
Ed Marsh; William Shaw; Ed (“Swede”) 
Johnson; Robert F. Wilson, also 
known as the “Broncho Kid;" and Frank 
Williams. 

The AMillion-Dollar Bunco Syndicate, 
as I knew it, however, will probably 
never repeat itself in criminal history in 
this country. My sincere and heartíelt 
hope is that the people will some day 
become educated to the traps such swin- 
dlers bait for them, and that the public as 
a whole will take a greater interest in 
crime prevention and government, and 
make it next to impossible for crooks and 
dishonest officials to combine and prey 
upon a city. 


Asa Keyes gave 


office, and later | 
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“What’s Andy Blair 
Doing Now?” 


Bill—“‘Haven’t you heard? He's 
the new sales-manager for Hess & 
Schoble and they say his salary is 
$7500 a year.” 

Tom—"He certainly has come up 
fast. He wasn't getting over $50 a 
week the last time I saw him. 
How'd he do it?" 

Bill —''Took up a course with the 
I. C. S. and studied at night. That's 
why the old crowd hasn't seen so 
much of him in the last few years. 
I wish I’d had the sense to do it 
too. Pd be making more money 
right now if I had." 


Why don’t you study and get ready for 
promotion too? We'll be glad to help if you 
will only make the start. And the way to 
do that is easy. 


Choose the wofk you like best in the cou- 
pon below; then mark and mail it to the 
International Correspondence Schools today. 
This doesn’t obligate you in the least, but 
it will bring you information that may help 
to start you on a successful career. This is 
your opportunity. Don't let it slip by. 
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A50 Mies / 
onaGall í 4 
‘According to a recent article by the 
president of the world's largest motor 
Tesearch corporation, there is enough 
energy in a gallon of gasoline if con- 


verted 100% in mechanical energy to 
run a four cylinder car 450 miles. 


NEW GAS SAVING 
INVENTION ASTONISHES 
CAR OWNERS 


A marvelous device, already installed 
on thousands of cars, has accomplish- 
ed wonders in utilizing & portion of 
this waste energy and is producing 
mileage tests that seem unbelievable. 
Not only does it save gasoline, 
but it also creates more power, gives 
instant starting, quick pick-up, and eliminates carbon. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


The Mystery of the Missing Head 


(Continued from page 27) 


whom he barely knew. And that was that. 

He admitted chumming with Wood in 
Greencastle, and admitted, too, that were 
Wood to write him, if caught in a diffi- 
culty, it would not be strange, as they had 
been close friends. 

The authorities were not quite satisfied 
with Jackson's answers or his attitude, and 
declined to free him. Then one day—as 
they had hoped—he weakened.  Angrily, 
he declared that while he knew nothing 
about the case, the authorities would do 
well to see what was known by his room- 
mate, Alonzo Walling, also a student at 
the medical school. 

Walling was younger than Jackson, 
twenty-one years old to the latter’s twenty- 
eight years, and seemed a man of far less 
initiative. He was also far more easily 
handled. After declaring at first that he had 
never heard of Pearl Bryan beyond what 
the newspapers were saying, he admitted 
that he had heard Jackson speak of her. 


No; as Walling had not fled when 
Jackson was taken into custody, it 
seemed to the police logical to infer that 
he was not seriously involved or afraid of 
being questioned. So, after a little more 
questioning, they let him go free, whereat 
he departed expressing contempt for what 
he called a practical joke on the part of 
Jackson in getting him into the affair. 

But his triumph was short-lived. His 
sang-froid had convinced them all of his 
innocence—except one veteran detective 
who had said little, and who within an 
hour swore out a warrant for Walling’s 
arrest and brought him back to the station. 

“Mark my words, that boy knows what 
is what in this case,” this detective said. 
"[ don't know whether he is guilty, but I 
do believe he knows all that we want to 
know. Keep him here a while, and he 
will tell us all about it!” 

Then William Wood was brought from 
Greencastle and lodged in the same jail 
with the other two, who were loud in their 
denouncements of him for getting them 
into the mess, as they called it. 

For some time, sulky and silent, all three 
languished in jail, while the police began 
to wonder if they were, after all, on the 
right track of the mystery. 

Wood stoutly insisted on his own inno- 
cence, said that he knew nothing about the 
whole affair beyond sending Pearl to Cin- 
cinnati to meet Scott, and was released 
finally on $5,000.00 bail. 

Wood's release infuriated the other two, 
but did not have the hoped-for effect of 
wringing either accusations or confessions 
of value out of them. 

The case rested. Every clue followed by 
the police led into blind alleys, and the 
detectives who had distinguished them- 
selves by a swift identification now were 
completely nonplused. Nothing more de- 
veloped. The prisoners waxed sarcastic 
and made cutting remarks regarding the 
efficiency of those responsible for their 
incarceration. 

Then, just when it looked as if, after 
all, the prisoners would be allowed to go 
free, there occurred a startling development 
that served to strengthen the frail thread 
of evidence against them. 

A colored man, waiter in a Cincinnati 


saloon of ill repute, dropped into Head- 
quarters. 

He recalled that the two men in custody 
—identifying them by the pictures in the 
newspape i saloon the 


had been in his 
night before Pearl Bryan's body was dis- 
covered. A young girl, closely resembling 
the published pictures of the dead girl, had 
been with them, and the party had been 
served in a private room. 

The owner of the café was summoned. 
He corroborated his waiter's story. 

"Did anything occur—did you overhear 
anything—that served to fix the trio in 
your mind?” the proprietor was asked. 

Beads of perspiration stood on the man’s 
forehead as he answered: 

“Yes! The girl looked nervous and out- 
of-place in her surroundings. But—more 
than that—once, when I entered the room 
myself, I saw her get up and leave the 
table to go to the retiring room in the 
back, and just then I overheard one of the 
men say: 

“Gee, 
dissect!’ 

“I saw the girl turn, a look of fear on 
her face, but just then she saw me and 
kept on going. I knew the men were med- 
ical students, put down the remark to 
youthful enthusiasm, and forgot all about 
it—until next day.” 

Then, with the newspapers full of stories 
of a headless body found just across the 
river, the proprietor speculated. Only after 
he had convinced himself that it was his 
duty to tell“all he knew, had he allowed 
his waiter to talk. 

Without hesitation, both men identified 
Jackson and Walling as the men in the 
café that evening. Jackson hotly argued 
that anyone could so identify him if they 
chose to, as his picture had been public 
property in all the papers, and scornfully 
denied ever having set foot in the café. 

He faced his accusers with an insolent 
air of boredom and refused to allow their 
accusations to shake his testimony, 

Walling, however, did not quite bear his 
former roommate out, now, in all his state- 
ments. Yes, he admitted, he had been in 
the saloon that particular night; he placed 
the date because it had been the night 
before he first read of the frightful dis- 
covery of a girl’s headless body. He had 
not quite sensed the story in all its horror, 
he said, because of the “morning after” 
head with which he had read the news. 

“But there was no girl with us, and as 
for the remark about dissection—that's 
pure fabrication!" he insisted. 


I'd like a woman's head ta 


ALLING, obviously the weaker, was 

then treated to several hours of re- 
lentless questioning. Finally he begged his 
inquisitors to cease and, breaking down, 
told the most complete story he had given 
so far. 

They were right—he sobbed aloud as he 
told it. He had known Pearl Bryan. And 
Jackson, with either an injection of cocaine 
or one of prussic acid, had caused her 
death in his rooms that night, while Wall- 
ing looked on in helpless horror. But that 
was all he knew. How she got to Fort 
Thomas was as big a mystery to him as it 
was to his tormentors. 

This put another aspect on things, and 
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the police encouraged the boy to talk a 
little further. For, although it had not 
been made public, the coroner’s investiga- 
tion had resulted in the discovery of cocaine 
in the body, just as Walling had said. 
The boy could not have guessed this—he 
must therefore, to some extent, be telling 


| the truth. 


Jackson refused to add to the story and 
swore that Walling was lying. Then he 
began to add a few accusations of his 
own. Walling had killed the girl and was 
shielding himself by throwing the blame 
on his friend and roommate. 

Walling, he said, had killed Pearl. Wall- 
ing had agreed to perform the operation. 
It had been unsuccessful and she had died. 
To cover his crime, Walling had caused 
her to be placed in the thicket near Fort 
"Thomas. Jackson had no idea who had 
cut off her head, he said—he hardly be- 
lieved that Walling would commit an 
atrocity like that. 

"And if you don't believe me," Jackson 
told the police, “just look over Walling’s 
effects back at school !” 

The police followed his suggestion 
promptly, with gratifying results. In a 
locker belonging to Walling, they found an 
old pair of trousers, caked with mud such 
as might be found out Fort Thomas way, 
and darkly stained with blood. 

When he was coníronted with them, 
Walling broke down completely. He said 


| that if they would look in a sewer at the 


corner of John and Richmond Streets, they 
would find clothing in a similar condition, 
belonging to Jackson. Moreover, the pock- 
ets were filled with belongings of the dead 
girl. 

Guided by Walling, the police found the 
blood-stained trousers in the sewer. The 
pockets contained a blood-covered shirt, 
and six little handkerchiefs marked “P. B." 

Later, the handkerchiefs were identified 
by Pearl's father. 


OW, although it seemed ati easy case, 
there was—and the boys knew it—an 
amazingly delicate situation. The police 
believed that they had proof of Jackson’s 
and Walling’s guilt, but it was practically 
useless without certain important additions. 
For it entangled the legal machinery of 
two States, Kentucky and Ohio. Where 
had the girl died—in Cincinnati or near 
Fort Thomas? Had she been dead when 
the body was taken to the thicket where 
it was found, or had she gone there alive 
and come to her end at this fateful spot? 

And where was her head now? 

No one could—or would—answer these 
questions. = 

And at the advice of their lawyers the 
two young men, now staunch enemies and 
bitterly accusing each other, maintained a 
dignified silence, hoping against hope that 
the mysterious elements of the case would 
work to set them free. 

For a man can stand only once in 
jeopardy of his life, before the Law. Try 
him in the wrong State—and let the de- 
fense prove this—and he would go free! 
He could not then be brought back to go 
to trial for the same crime in the other 
State. 

Every bit of mystery was to the advan- 
tage of the prisoners, and they made the 
most of it. Although there was no doubt 
of their guilt, there were many flaws in 
the proof of it, and detectives scouring the 
city for missing links in the chain found 
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it hard sledding. Nothing that they turned 
up served to draw the net any closer about 
their catch. 

In vain the detectives tried to account 
for the week which they believed Pearl 
had spent in Cincinnati—for she had left 
home on January 26th, and thereafter; until 
she was seen that night in the café, there 
was no trace of her. 

Then they found that on Thursday morn- 
ing, the day before she was found dead 
in Kentucky, she had been in the Cincinnati 
railway station, apparently about to start 
for home. But she had not bought a ticket, 
and a dark young man, who later proved 
to be Walling, had accompanied her out 
of the station again. 


of returning home to Greencastle. She 
had died in Jackson's rooms, said Miss 
Hollingsworth, and the young man, alarmed 
at the occurrence, had written to Lulu in 
great agitation, telling her everything! 

Decapitation had taken place in Ken- 
tucky after the death of the girl. A col- 
ored man, hired in Cincinnati, had driven 
the body thither, had cut off the head and 
had cast it from the bridge on his way 
back from Newport. 

This story made hardly a ripple in offi- 
cial circles. In the first place, it told 
nothing savè that which had been pub- 
lished in the papers, or that which could 
not be proved—for Miss Hollingsworth, 
unfortunately, could not produce the letter, 
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immediately. Then, too, the 
police felt that as astute a young man as 
Jackson, were he to commit murder, would 
hardly put his guilt in writing, particularly 
when that writing was to be entrusted to 
Lulu's hands. 

Moreover, *he authorities were inclined 
to believe that she did not even know the 
trio involved in the affair. She could give 
only hazy descriptions of Pearl, or oí the 
young men, and when they hotly declared 
that they never before had laid eyes on her, 
the police believed them, probably for the 
first time. 
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Was murder at that moment in the mind 
of the one who dealt the mortal blow? If 
Jackson had dealt it, why had Walling 
prevailed upon her to remain, and for what 
purpose? Had he knowingly taken her 
back to her subsequent death? 

But Walling was weak—it seemed un- 
likely that he alone had instigated the foul 
deed. Yet why should he have taken this 
terrible risk for Jackson? 

Another bit of news—gruesome in its 
implications—drifted in from the college. 
For the few days between the finding of 
the body and his arrest, Jackson had car- 
ried a valise about with him everywhere 
he went—to his classrooms or to the din- 
ing hall—which was so conspicuous that 
the boys joked him about it. He would not 
let it out of his sight. 

Upon investigation, the police found the $ 
bag. It was empty, but blood-stained on 
the inner lining ! 

Had the valise contained the head? 

If so, where was it now? 

Then the case rested again—the author- 
ities dared not risk a trial even with the 
evidence they had. Popular opinion was 
with them, to be sure. Nevertheless, pop- 
ular controversy centered about the juris- 
dictional difficulties presented by the two 
States. Everything had to be done care- 
fully. 
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N February 12th, just twelve days 

after the discovery of Pearl Bryan's 
body—so rapidly did the case move—the 
coroner’s jury met and found: 


That the headless body found on Feb- 
ruary Ist on the road near Fort Thomas 
was that of ‘Pearl Bryan, of Greencastle, 
Indiana; that cocaine had been. adminis- 
tered, and that decapitation had taken place 
while the girl was still living, and at the 
place where the body was found. 

2. They found that Pearl Bryan, Scott 
Jackson and Alonso Walling had been seer 
entering a cab together at one A. M., Feb- 
ruary Ist, at the corner of George and Oak 
Streets, Cincinnati, [an intersection not far 
from George and Elm Streets], which had 
driven off in the direction one would take 
to the bridge leading to Kentucky. 
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ITTLE by little, additional evidence 

came to hand. A man from Covington, 
Kentucky, dropped in to say that he had 
seen two men haggling with a colored man 
on the corner of George and Elm Streets 
in Cincinnati on the night of the murder. 
They were arguing over a price concern- 
ing a closed surrey, which had later driven 
off in the direction of a bridge leading to 
Kentucky. The men, he felt sure, were 
Walling and Jackson, whom he subse- 
quently identified. 

The colored man he could not describe— 
they all looked alike, he said, after sun- 
down! The police offered not only immun- 
ity but a reward as well if the Negro 
would put in an appearance. News of this 
was circulated through the colored districts 
and through every colored organization. It 
met with no response. 

At this point a Miss Lulu Hollingsworth 
stepped into the fray. She came, she said, 


They based the finding that Pearl Bryan 
had been alive when her head was removed 
on an important and remarkable point: 
that blood had spurted to a height of six 
feet on the surrounding bushes and was 
found only on the under-side of the leaves, 
which proved that it had not been spat- 
tered in passing. And only blood from a 
living body spurts. 

Formal charges were brought at once 
against the two men in Ohio, following 
these revelations. But they were indicted 
in Kentucky, and the Governor of Ohio 
finally released them and sent them across 
the State line for trial. While they re- 
mained in a jail at Newport, the prosecu- 
tion went ahead with unusual care. 

If the defense could still show that the 
trial was being held in the wrong State, 
the young men would go free, and by a 
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all the way from Knox City to help the 
police in their baffling problem. She had 
been a friend of the dead Bryan girl. She 
knew that Pearl had come to Cincinnati 
for an illegal operation—Pearl had, in 
fact, asked Lulu to meet her at the train, 
she said. 

As was obvious, Pearl had died instead 


fluke of technicalities the prosecution would 
be helpless. They delayed the trial, ac- 
cordingly, as long as they could, hoping 
for more evidence to drop like manna from 
Heaven into their hands. 

And then the star witness for the State 
walked into the police station arm in arm 
with Patrolman Swain. 
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Swain's beat lay past the grounds be- 
longing to a Major Widdekind at Mount 
Auburn, and he had often seen the Major's 
coachman, an old darky, pottering about 
the stables and the lawns. Therefore he 
was not surprised when the old fellow 
hailed him one day. 

They discussed a few topics of local in- 
terest and then, as did everyone, touched 
upon the Pearl Bryan case. 

“Have they found the girl's head?" the 
coachman asked Swain. 

Swain replied that they had practically 
given up hope of ever recovering it. He 
was about to move along when the colored 
man stepped closer to the fence and 
dropped his voice. 

“You know that coachman that they say 
drove these fellers to Fort Thomas—if 
they catch him, would they hang him, too?” 

Swain explained that unless the driver 
had been party to the murder or the plans 
concerning the murder, he would be blame- 
less. 

Then the coachman—his name, too, was 
Jackson—clutched Swain by the sleeve and 
told him, tremblingly, that he was the long- 
sought driver who had driven the surrey 
across the bridge into Kentucky the night 
of the murder! 

He told a straightforward story. 


T was the night of the drill for the 

Caldwell Colored Guards, a military or- 
ganization of Cincinnati, of which he, 
Jackson, was drill-master. After the 
meeting, he had stood at the corner of 
George and Elm Streets talking with some 
of the men. A closed surrey had driven 
up, stopped, and the man driving had asked 
if anyone there on the curb wished to 
make five dollars before going to bed. 

"There is a sick lady in the carriage, 
who is being taken home by her doctor," 
the man had explained. “She lives across 
the bridge. We don't know the exact way 
from Newport." 

Now, that was his business—handling 
horses—and so Jackson, the coachman, of- 
fered to do the driving. Accordingly, he 
climbed on the box, took the reins and 
started off, the man who had been driving 
remaining beside him. 

He was a tall, dark man, and wore a 
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True Detective Mysteries 


corduroy cap, the colored man remembered. 

“As we drove along, I could hear strange 
sounds inside the carriage. I thought at 
first it was just because the lady was sick, 
and then I thought the doctor was hurting 
her, she kept moaning so and crying. 

"Finally I got scared. I didn't think 
that everything was right, and I didn’t 
want to be mixed up in things. I was 
just about to draw up and leave them to 
do their own driving, when the man beside 
me pulled out a gun and stuck it into my 
ribs. 

“TIl make an end of you right here 
if you don't do as I tell you!’ he said. 
‘Keep your seat and take those reins!’ 

“Then he asked me my name and address. 
I was so scared that I told him the truth, 
and he said that if I ever breathed a word 
of what went on that night, if I ever told 
a soul, they would find me and kill me. 
He said that if they got into any trouble 
and were put where they couldn't get at 
me, they had friends on the outside who 
would finish the job!" 


HE poor man had lived in mortal ter- 

ror of his life since that evening, for 
he knew that what he could tell would be 
fatal to the case of Jackson and Walling, 
and at every moment he expected to be 
killed in order to silence his tongue. 

He had driven the surrey, with the pistol 
at his side, across the suspension bridge 
and through Newport, out on the Fort 
'Thomas road. Finally the man beside him 
pointed to a dark patch of thicket at one 
side of the road and said: 

"Stop! The lady's house is down there 
a way." 

They told him to wait there to take them 
back to Cincinnati, explaining that the car- 
riage could not get through to the house 
and they would accompany her to the door, 
coming back in a few moments. 

'The man in the surrey got out and care- 
fully helped the woman to alight. She 
was wrapped in a long, dark cloak and 
was heavily veiled. She seemed weak, as 
though she could hardly stand without lean- 
ing against someone. The man on the box 
took hold of her other arm, and together 
the two men walked away with the sick 
woman between them. It seemed as though 
she were being carried, her feet dragged 
so along the path. 

But she had not then been dead, the 
coachman was certain, in telling his story 
to the police. As the trio disappeared the 
driver thought he heard a scuffle, then a 
scream—unquestionably a woman's scream. 
Something was terribly wrong, he knew, 
and he decided to get out of it as speedily 
as possible, five dollars or no five dollars. 

“I got off the seat and ran like the devil 
was after me through the woods, over the 
bridge and back to Cincinnati! "The car- 
riage did not pass me on the way. I got 
home at four o'clock in the morning and 
went straight to bed, and never breathed a 
word to nobody !" 

However, when he heard next day that 
a headless body had been ‘discovered on 
that same road, he thought at once of that 
poor girl. And when Jackson and Walling 
were taken into custody, he knew that these 
were the two he had driven on that 
terrible night. 

Later, when he was certain that he was 
not being followed by their friends, the 
darky determined to tell everything he 
knew. 


The police were at once inclined, to be- 
lieve the coachman's story, for he told it 
in a straightforward manner and showed 
no signs of breaking down under ques- 
tioning. He added a significant remark, 
when he told it the second time, which 
practically convinced them. 

"[ tied the horse to a railway iron I 
saw on the ground while I was waiting," 
he said. Now, that tallied perfectly with 
the findings of the police, for the clothes 
found in the sewer had been weighted down 
with a railway iron, which presumably the 
men had taken along from the spot on the 
Fort Thomas road for this very purpose. 


HE colored man identified Walling im- 

mediately as the dark man who had sat 
beside him and had directed his movements 
on the hair-raising drive. 

He hesitated as to Scott Jackson, who 
stood in the line-up, for he had not seen 
him as closely. Finally he selected with 
great indecision a man the same height 
as Jackson, then changed to another, and 
then admitted that he was not sure. 

"But if I hear them all talk, I can pick 
out the voice of the man in the carriage," 
he assured his examiners. 

Sure enough, when the men repeated 
severally the threats which the colored 
man declared had been made, he at once 
selected Scott Jackson írom the group, 
by his voice, though he could not see them 
at the time. 

His story was supplemented by the Wal- 
nut Hill Cab Company, which reluctantly 
admitted that a closed surrey hired from 
them that evening by men whose descrip- 
tion tallied with that of the men in custody, 
had not beenvfeturned until a hostler next 
day found it in a side street and drove it 
back to the stable. 

The toll collector at the bridge recalled 
a closed surrey driven by a colored man 
early in the morning of February Ist. 

But to verify the story beyond doubt, 
the authorities asked the colored Jackson 
to point out the spot on the Fort Thomas 
road whither he had driven that night. 

They set forth, police, detectives, re- 
porters, et al.—while the coachman, not a 
little pleased with the sensation that he 
was making, drove with them, stopped the 
horse not twenty yards away from where 
the body had been found, and pointed with- 
out hesitation in the right direction. 

“The two men took the poor lady there 
that way !" he said. 

One more important bit of evidence was 
added to the already overwhelming pile. 
A keeper of a house of ill repute came 
into the police station with a pair of man's 
overshoes stained with blood and still 
muddy, which she said had been left under 
a sofa in her establishment shortly after 
the murder, by a man whom she believed 
to be Walling. 

The shoes fitted Walling to a nicety. He 
denied owning them, naturally enough, said 
they probably would fit half the men in 
Cincinnati, and insisted that he would 
rather claim them than admit that he had 
ever been in her house. 


OW William Wood, the Greencastle 

minister's son, began to talk, and while 
they were not admitted into the evidence, 
he repeated verbatim two letters which he 
said Jackson had written him about Pearl 
Bryan. The first letter, according to 
Wood ran as follows: . 
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Hello, Bill: 

I expect you think that I have for- 
gotten you, but I haven't. I have 
been awfully busy this week. I 
haven't been over to Kentucky yet, 
so you may know that I have been 
awfully busy. I work all day in the 
college and then in the dissecting 
room, so you see I am busy for sure. 

Well, for business. Tell Bert [a 
nickname, Wood explained,for Pearl] 
to come on, I have a very nice room 
with a nice old lady. A friend of 
Walling’s will do the work, an old 
hand at the biz, 

We go to his house to-night for 
supper. He is a chemist. I think I 
will have money enough, but tell 
Bert to bring all she can, as it may 
come in handy. Tell her to leave so 
as to get here Monday night. 

Tell her she can go home in four 
or five days. Push it along. Don't 
go back on me now, as I am near 
out of my trouble. Be sure and burn 
this when you have read it. 

D. 


“D,” Wood explained, was merely a fic- 
titious initial to prevent discovery in case 
of loss of the letter. 

The other letter was said by Wood to 
have been written after Pearl's death. It 
ran: 


Hello, Bill: 

Be awfully careful what you say. 
I am expecting trouble. Oh, Lord, 
stand by me. Do you think Doc 
will? Write him. I made a big mis- 
take and it's going to get me in 
trouble. Don't forsake me now, 

Now is when I meed you most. 
Write Doc, he will stand up for us, 
won't he? Say, Bill, I wish I had 
never seen that girl and never seen 
Greencastle—my tough luck, any- 
way. Be sure and burn this. Don't 
let anyone see it, Now, Bill, stand 
by your old chum! 

D. 


AS Wood merely trying to fix the 
blame for Pearl's condition on Jack- 


son? If not to blame, why had Jackson 


been so eager to assist in the matter? It 
was all very strange. 
Jut Wood had burned the letters. And 


the oral renditions of them were worthless. 

The two men, Jackson and Walling, 
were tried separately. Jackson's trial be- 
gan in Newport, Kentucky, on April 22nd, 
1896, and lasted nearly a month. Alonzo 
Walling was tried in an adjoining county. 

Both were found guilty and sentenced to 
be hanged. 

Counsel for the defense had tried to show 
that Pearl Bryan had met her death in 
Ohio, and that she had been taken dead to 
Kentucky. They poohpoohed the story 
that the colored man had told, said that 
Negroes were not to be relied upon on the 
witness-stand, then turned about and 
brought in another Negro to swear that 
he had been with the coachman that night 
until early morning and that Jackson, 
therefore, could not have driven the surrey ! 

The defense lawyer for Scott Jackson, 
Colonel L. J. Crawíord, had been so able 
that Mr. Bryan, in alarm lest his daugh- 
ters death should go  unavenged, had 
thrown all his resources in behalf of the 
State and himself paid for an eminent 
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lawyer to aid in the prosecution of the case. 

The trials over, both prisoners were 
lodged in the same jail to await execution. 
Few gave Scott Jackson any sympathy, but 
the younger man, Alonzo Walling, aroused 
much pity through the press. The Gover- 
nor’s desk was flooded with appeals for his 
life on the ground that he had been the 
tool for the older man. 

Nothing moved the Governor, who re- 
fused to interfere in the punishing of the 
perpetrators of what was the most das- 
tardly crime of the decade in that locality. 
The Law was allowed to take its course. 

Up to the last moment, however, no- 
body thought that the Governor would let 
Walling die. This belief was shared by 
the sheriff, who delayed the hanging from 
the usual hour of seven in the morning 
until nearly noon, to give a message of 


commutation time to arrive from the 
capital. None came. And the two men 
were led forth to pay the supreme penalty 
for the murder of Pearl Bryan. 

With them died much that might have 
been interesting to know in connection with 
the case. 


HO was Pearl's betrayer? Did Jack- 
son intend murdering her when he 
lured her to Cincinnati under pretense of 
helping her? Was she murdered to con- 
ceal her condition—or was she murdered 
for her head? Where was her head now? 
Large rewards were offered for the re- 
covery of the head, but it was never traced. 
To this day its disposition remains a 
mystery. The poor girl's body lies under 
its stone—minus its head—tragic end of a 
life meant for happiness. 


The St. Louis Gang Rule Terror 


(Continued from page 37) 


were getting ready to rob the bank. The 
alarm was given and, although we didn’t 
know it, a posse was formed. There was 
only one road for us to take and the people 
knew it. They made a barricade out of 
railroad ties across the road. A gang of 
men stood behirid this with shotguns. 
We loaded the automobile and I climbed 
on top of the merchandise to hold it down. 
We started at high speed and then, all of a 
sudden, the barricade loomed up before us. 
There was a sharp grinding of brakes as 
the car was yanked to a violent stop. The 
barricade blocked our path—retreat was 
impossible. 

With an impregnable ambush of armed 
men leveling guns at our heads, we were in 
a nice fix! 

I had just raised my head and a bullet 
clipped past me as I ducked. I leaped from 
the car. Bill and I ran to the right; Miller 
and Tom ducked to the left. As Bill and I 
dashed into the brush someone fired a 
shotgun almost in our faces. The powder 
burned me and Bill dropped. I caught up 
with Miller and Tom. “They got Bill," 
I gasped, and we kept on running. 

Following the river bank we reached 
St. Clair. It was morning. We asked two 
farmers to show us the road to Valley Park. 
They had been warned to be on the lookout 
for us and pointed to the wrong road, 
which we followed. They called some more 
farmers, followed us and poked the three 
of us up with shotguns and took us back to 
St. Clair in a wagon. Bill hadn't been 
killed. He just dropped from the shock, 
I guess, and they caught him. They took 
us back to St. Louis and we made bond. 

Miller and I then worked a new racket, 
a cold-blooded business deal in which there 
was no risk. We started robbing stores 
for people who wanted to collect their 
insurance. We robbed a half-dozen places 
on Washington Avenue in the business 
district of St. Louis. We would go into 
the place that was to be robbed, make an 
inventory, figure what we could sell it for 
and also the cost of hauling. 

Then we would find out how much 
insurance the man had on his stock 
and charge him accordingly. We made 
them show us the insurance policies and 
we would threaten to turn any man up 
who held out on us. We got as much as 


$15,000.00 for some of these jobs, in addi- 
tion to what we sold the stuff for. Some- 
times we would haul out the stuff while the 
boss was looking on. At other times we 
would fix the bug (the fire-alarm) so that 
it would not work, and have the boss leave 
the door unlocked when he closed up. 

On one or two of the high-class jobs 
where we got a lot of money, we made the 
robbery look so good that no one could 
doubt it. One of these places had a private 
office next to the” hallway on the second 
floor. One wall of the private office was 
formed by the partition between the hall- 
way and the concern's place of business. 
We called on the man in his private office 
one afternoon and working in his office, 
removed nearly all of the bricks of the outer 
wall. When we went there that night to 
rob the place all we had to do was kick in 
the rest of the wall from the outside and 
enter. We carried the stock out through 
this hole. 


N December, 1920, we were tried on 

the Moselle job. Miller got eight years 
and the rest of us got seven each. We all 
took appeals. About this time Miller had 
to go away to serve a two-year sentence in 
Leavenworth prison. He had been fighting 
this case for a long time but lost. 

After he left, one of his friends called on 
me and told me he wanted his place robbed 
so he could collect the insurance. He said 
he was in a bad fix and had to collect the 
insurance right away. I looked the concern 
over and promised to do the job for $3,000.00 
and the stock. I paid two helpers $1,000.00 
each to help me. We dug a hole in the wall 
in a room in the rear, entered the place that 
night and took the stock, which I sold for 
$5,000.00. 

A few days later another one of Miller's 
friends called and propositioned me about 
burning down his place. 

“I gotta have the fire start from crossed 
wires," he said. “It’s gotta be good.” 

“Listen, mister,” I said, “I’m not an 
electrician and can’t pull that sort of stuff. 
But I'll steal your goods if you want me to." 

He insisted that it had to be burned, and 
à few days later I read in the papers about 
the fire. 

Early in the winter of 1921 things got 
too hot in St. Louis. Victor Miller (nq rela- 
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tive of the gangster, Ernest Millez?) was 
running the Police Department and the 
cops were on their toes. Miller was putting 
the crooks in cells and keeping them there. 
Every time a thief showed up on the street 
he was pinched. The cops quit waiting 
for crooks to come along and went. out 
looking for them. 

The criminals hated the ground Miller 
walked on, but they knew he meant busi- 
ness. There was talk of killing him, but he 
kept right on having them pinched and 
putting them where they would have to 
lay on the boards. It was a tough life. 


| Most of the mob would rather have gone 


to the stir for two years than lie in the 
hold-over for three days. The thieves 
started going across the river to Madison, 
Illinois. St. Louis was entirely too hot 
for them. 

I was arrested three times in one week. 
I wouldn’t be out twenty minutes before 
I'd be locked up again. Then I, too, headed 
for Madison. 

That was the turning-point in my career, 


SADORE Londe, who broke in as a bad 

man under Joseph (Green Onions) Cipolla, 
Everette Summers and a lot of others who 
have since been killed, was the first person 
who greeted me when I crossed the McKin- 
ley Bridge after St. Louis got too hot for me. 

We drove to a saloon in Madison and 
there I renewed a lot of old acquaintances 
and met a lot of hard citizens. I've read 
Wild West stories about frontier towns 
where men had to carry two guns and know 
how to use them to keep on living, but I'll 
say there never wasa tougher hole anywhere 
than Madison in the winter of 1921. It was 
the nest for crooks from all over the Middle 
West—burglars, yeggmen, pickpockets, con 
men, stick-up experts, bank robbers, ex- 
convicts and red-hots of every variety. 

It is safe to say that practically every 
big crime committed in St. Louis during 
1921 was planned in Madison. 

We would dash over the river, commit 
a robbery and dash back to Madison with 
a lot of money. But the money never did 
us any good because we would spend it as 
fast as we divided the loot. 

There were no organized gangs working 
out of Madison. Somebody would get a 
tip on what looked like a good job and 
would ask two or three crooks to help pull 
it. 

I had a reputation for being a bang-up 
automobile driver and I was cut in on most 
of the jobs. Handling an automobile on a 
robbery is the hardest job of all. I would 
first have to get an automobile and that 
meant going over the river and stealing one. 
I always picked out a Lincoln or a Cadillac. 


There was no big job involved in that, | 


because I can get any car ever made, re- 
gardless of the locks on it. I can start the 
ignition with a small piece of wire, and I 
can release the lock on the gear shift with 
a little hammer. 

[Many St. Louisans who have securely 


locked ignition, clutch and doors of their | 


motor-cars, have walked out of buildings 
to go to their machines only to discover 
the cars had been stolen. Renard's state- 
ment of his ability to steal locked cars is 
not made by way of boasting, but to dis- 
close that against the knowledge of expert 
motor-car thieves even locks frequently 
do not prevail, thus emphasizing the need 
for summary action by juries and courts 
when the police arrest and make cases 
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against auto pirates—a warning to us all.] 

After getting the automobile I would take 
the gang that was pulling the job to the 
scene, park as close to the building as I 
could get and then sit there with the motor 
running, ready for the dash-away when 
the mob came out. 

Harry Londo, Charley Vance and I 
made a lot of jobs together. We would 
look around for a concern that paid the 
help with cash, and when we had de- 
cided on a job, would make it. 

[Londo was found murdered Novem- 
ber 30th, 1923. The story of his death 
will be told in detail by Renard later in the 
series. Vance, a Hogan gangster, was slain 
March 20th, 1922; John (Kink) O'Connell, 
another Hogan gangster, was tried and 
acquitted of the shooting. O'Connell later 
was sentenced to prison for robbery. 
Summers and Cipolla, previously men- 
tioned in this story, were murdered by 
gangsters and their bodies tossed from an 
automobile in Shaftsbury Lane, University 
City, December 27th, 1921.| 


HE police talk about *''inside" jobs, 

about bank messengers and persons 
who carry the money giving the tip-off to 
the red-hots. That isn't so. We would try 
and get acquainted with some fellow that 
worked in a place that employed a lot of 
people, find out how much money the 
company paid, whether they paid by check 
or cash, and who went aíter the money. 
We would pump that information out of 
people and get it for nothing. 

After we got all the facts we would follow 
the man who went to the bank two or 
three times, to make sure what regular 
route he took. Then we would decide at 
just what point we would park our auto, 
where we would stick him up and where 
we would take the cash. 

We would just carry out our plans by 
putting the gun on him and making him 
hand over the money. You hear a lot 
about heroes who put up an awful fight 
to save the company's money, but it 
seldom happens. 

While I was over the river Gus Covington 
blew in, just out of the penitentiary. He 
didn't have any clothes or money, so I 
fixed him up and told him I'd count him 
in on something good. A few days later 
he met me in Madison. 

“Say,” he said, "I've got a swell layout, 
the Marx-Haas Clothing Company at 
1300 Washington Avenue, St. Louis. 
They've got a big payroll and it'll be easy 
to grab." 

“Good,” I said. “TIl give it the once- 
over and cut you in." 

I didn't know then that Gus had turned 
stool-pigeon and was framing it so the 
police could kill me. I therefore went 
ahead and planned the job. 

I slipped over to St. Louis the follow- 
ing Saturday and trailed the man with 
the cash and almost made him then, but 
decided to wait until the next Saturday. 
I got some of the bovs together and on 
Thursday night I stole an auto. Thursday 
night the cops came out to my house and 
arrested me. The hot car was in my 


your | garage but they did not look. 


It was the first time the police had picked 
me up at home that my house didn’t get a 
frisk. But I was not inclined to have any 
suspicion as to why they didn't take the 


| car away or even look in the garage. 


Friday I was released and that should 


have put me wise, but it didn't. It was the 
first time in a long time I was held less 
than two days. 

I know now why they turned me loose— 
they wanted to give me a free hand to 
pull the Marx-Haas job so they, could 
kill me. 


ATURDAY morning six of us went 

downtown in the hot car, all well armed. 
We parked at Third and Washington. My 
job was to go to the bank, watch for the 
cashier, see that he got the money and got 
on the street-car to go back to the clothing 
company, then hurry over to the auto- 
mobile and give the signal. After that 
we were to drive up to Thirteenth Street, 
park and get the payroll when the cashier 
got off the car. 

I went to the Bank of Commerce. Pretty 
soon the clothing company cashier came 
in and got the money and left to board 
a street-car. 

I started hurrying back to Third and 
Washington when I saw Detective Girard 
standing in a doorway. Then I saw Vasey 
and O'Brien and a lot of other detectives 
and I realized that I was in the center of a 
police frame-up. They tried to keep me 
from seeing them and I pretended that I 
hadn't As I hurried away they realized 
I had recognized them, so they dashed 
out and arrested me. If they had kept 
out of sight I wouldn't be here telling this 
story, for they would have caught us red- 
handed within a few minutes. I have 
learned since that they intended to bring 
us in dead or alive, with the probability 
that it would have been dead. 

When I got to“Headquarters they prom- 
ised to keep me in for a long time. They 
put me in the show-up every day and 
finally had me identified for the robbery 
of the East Alton bank, and I was formally 
charged with robbing it. 

Now get this right: I was asked to help 
out on that job, but I had another one on, 
and couldn't go. I stole the automobile 
that was used in the job, but I didn't even 
know what it was to be used for. Charley 
Vance, Harry Londo and one other fellow 
who ran with them at that time pulled 
that job and got $8,000.00—but I never 
got a nickel of it. 

The police set out to build up a case 
against me and did so. Then they pinched 
a little fellow by the name of Harry Ruh- 
mann who lived out on North Fifteenth 
Street. The police said he was right for 
that job, but they were all wrong. Ruh- 
mann, who had never turned a trick like 
that in his life, was identified by the cashier 
as one of the men who shoved a gun at him 
while the money was being lifted. Ruh- 
mann was innocent and I sure was sorry 
for that poor kid. 

I got tried along with Ruhmann and the 
trial resulted in a bung jury. They tried 
us again and the jury was out for several 
days. Ruhmann was acquitted, but they 
couldn't agree on me. They tried me a 
third time and I was acquitted. During 
all that time I never bad so much as a 
post-card from the bunch that pulled the 
job and for whom I took the rap. They 
never even offered to pay my lawyer. 

I was sick of that mob and after I got 
out I beat it back across the river. Every 
time I showed up on the street I was locked 
up. Then one day, when I had an hour's 
freedom, I saw Isadore Londe and was 
telling him my troubles. 
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"I'm in soft now," Londe said. "I'm 
running with Egan's mob. Dint Colbeck 
is a good oM gren He keeps us out of 
the hold-over. Say, I think you can break 
in with those birds. If you say the word 
I'l take you out to see Oliver Dougherty 
to-morrow. I’m in right with Oliver and, 
if he likes you, you can work with the mob. 

"You'll make some real dough and get 
protection, What do you say?" 

It sounded good to me and we started 
out to a tire shop on Locust Street to see 
the fellow who was to make me one of the 
Egan gang. 


I MET Oliver Dougherty, one of William P. 
(Dint) Colbeck's lieutenants, that same 
afternoon. Isadore Londe and I had gone 
to the Bartling Tire Company on Locust 
Street to see him. Londe introduced us 
and we shook hands. Dougherty remarked 
that I had been improperly identified on the 
East Alton bank job. Then Londe told 
him I wanted to run with the Egan mob. 
Dougherty gave me the once-over and 
began asking questions. I told him that 
he didn't have to cross-examine me, that 
I was just as hard as he was. 

“O. K.," Dougherty said. 
Dint." 

We walked down Locust to another tire 
place near Jefferson, which was run by 
“Whitey” Doering and “Red” Powers. 
Colbeck was talking to Powers when we 
walked in. Dougherty told him who I 
was and Colbeck gave me an imitation 
of a hand-shake. Dougherty told him 
that I wanted to join forces with the mob. 
Colbeck looked me over. 

“Say, Ol,” he said to Dougherty, “is 
this guy a red-hot or a Rudolph Valentino?” 

I got sore. 

“Say, big boy," I asked, "are you a red- 
hot or a comedian?” 

Colbeck laughed it off. 

“Can you shoot?” he asked me. 

“Good as the next one,” I told him. 

“Can you take care of yourself?” 

“I'm still alive, ain't I?" 

“Well, there's going to be some trouble 
before long and I can take care of a few 
guys with guts. Be careful who you talk 
to. Guys that talk get killed. If you get 
in a jam, keep your trap closed. If you 
get a slug in your belly, don't squeal about 
it." 

Colbeck then called to a young man 
who was standing in front of the place and 
he joined us.  Colbeck introduced us, 
saying, "If you and Oliver have any good 
jobs to pull, cut him in on it so he can make 
some dough. He just got out of the stir at 
Jeff City." 


"Let's go see 


Soon after I started trooping with the 
Rats, Colbeck rented a place for the gang 
to meet. It was some kind of a Democratic 
hall on Sixth Street between Chestnut and 
Market Streets. We made a real club out of 
it and held all our meetings there. It was 
the chief loafing place for members of the 
gang. But the mob didn’t like that place— 
it was too close to the Police Station. 

Dint had some drag with the coppers 
then, and could get a prisoner out of the 
hold-over in a hurry. But he couldn't keep 
some of the real policemen who didn’t care 
about his political pull from coming in and 
pinching somebody. 

Everybody was in favor of moving and, 
finally, Dint leased the old Maxwelton race- 
track out on St. Charles Rock Road in St. 
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Louis County. It was a swell place and we 
had a bar, restaurant and a cabaret. 

At that time the members of the gang 
were William P. (Dint) Colbeck, David 
(Chippy) Robinson, Louis (Red) Smith, 
Stevie Ryan, Frank (Cotton) Eppelsheimer, 
Eddie Linehan, Oliver Dougherty, Whitey 
Doering, Red Powers, William (Bill) Engler, 
Isadore Londe, myself, and a few fellows 
who came in with tips on jobs and who 
took a hand now and then. 

I got married about this time and, two 
days after my wedding, Dint sent out an 
SOS. “Hell’s popping!" Londe told me. 
“Dint wants you.” 

I started for Maxwelton and when I got 

| there Dint was on the war-path. 

| His left arm was in a sling. There was 
| blood on his clothing and in his eyes, too! 
| The Hogan mob, coming out of hiding for 
| the first time in months, had caught him in 
his auto when he wasn’t looking and shot at 
him. One bullet caught him in the arm, a 
dozen missed him. 

The Hoganites in a curtained automobile 
had sneaked up on him out on St. Charles 
Rock Road. The first shot hit Colbeck in 
the arm and he couldn't pull a gun, but he 
got away. 

When I got to Maxwelton, Chippy Robin- 
son, Oliver Dougherty, Steve Ryan and 
some others were cleaning and oiling auto- 
matics. 

The bullet from a gun of one of the Hogan 
mob which hit Dint Colbeck in the left arm 
wounded his vanity deeper than it did his 
flesh. The idea of having been shot by a 
Hoganite was poison to him. 

“Six of them in that car and me by my- 
self" he was yelling between curses. “I 
didn't know but one of them—Abe Gold- 
feder. They've brought a lot of strange guys 
in here from New York to fight for them. 
They haven't enough nerve to shoot it out 
themselves. Max Greenberg is hiring red- 
hots for them in New York and shipping 
them out here. 

"We'll get them, shoot them on sight. 
Don't wait until you bump into them 
either—go out and hunt them." 

The war was on. 


INT gave me a list of the men who were 
to be hunted and shot. 
“Here's the list," said Colbeck. 
these men on sight!" 
They were: 


"Shoot 


Edward J. (Jellyroll) James (Jimmie) 
Hogan Hogan 

Max Greenberg Harry Greenberg 

Jacob Mackler Frank Mercurio 

Luke Kennedy Charley (Alibi) 

Buddie Knox Vance 


* Humbert Costello 
John (Kink) 
O'Connell 
Abe Goldfeder 


Pete Flanigan 
Pat Scanlon 
Jimmie Tooner 
Tony Russo 


I took the list. Then I said: 
Dint, I'm not killing anybody." 

"What do you mean?" 

“T never killed a man and I don't intend 
to." 

"By God, you'll kill some of these birds!” 

That same night Chippy, Steve, Oliver, 
Dint and some others went gunning for 
Hogans. They had a run-in with some of 
the imported gangsters and exchanged shots 
on Cass Avenue. The Hogan automobile 
was riddled with bullets, but nobody was 
hurt so far as we learned. 

The fact that a life of crime is attended 
only by disgrace and death was made plain 
again a few nights later when Charley 
Vance's name was scratched off the list. He 
was killed, but not by the Egan Rats. 

Kink O'Connell, Hogan gangster, shot 
him to death in a private fight. 

Then came Luke Kennedy, who was 
caught cold turkey and murdered, with 
never a chance for his life. I will tell the 
details later. 

The Hogan mob made the next move by 
dashing down Washington Avenue in a cur- 
tained automobile and pumping lead into 
Colbeck's plumbing shop. They had been 
tipped that he was there, checking the books, 
but they were wrong. A stenographer was 
there alone and they almost shot the poor 
girl. 

Dint called another meeting and again 
said grimly, “We've gotta get 'em.' 

I was told to go-Out and steal a good car, 
which I did, in Kingsbury Place. I drove it 
back to the Inn where Dint, Steve, Oliver, 
Chippy, Red Smith and some others got in. 

The hunt for Hoganites was on! 


“Listen, 


E went right into their stronghold— 

Cass Avenue, but no Hogans were to 
be seen. The Egan mob walked into the 
pool halls and bars and the places where 
Jimmie Hogan and his crowd usually hung 
out, but we couldn’t find one of them. 

“We gotta get somebody,” Chippy said. 

“Maybe they're in Jellyroll’s house,” 
Steve suggested. 

“They shot up my store, let’s shoot up 
their house," said Dint. The boys agreed 
and we drove to 3035 Cass Avenue, where 
the Hogan house was located, pulled up in 
front and emptied half a dozen volleys at 
the windows. Then we dashed back to the 
Inn. 

Target practice was the order of the day 
out there. The mob spent fifty dollars a 
day for ammunition. Bottles, tin cans and 
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other targets were set up along the south 
side of the Inn and everybody blazed away. 
Chippy was the best shot in the mob. 

The Inn was a regular arsenal, but all the 
public talk about a machine-gun on top of 
the Inn was wrong. We had plenty of sawed- 
off shotguns and shells, but no machine- 
guns. 

There were plenty of brushes between 
Egans and Hogans in the next few weeks, 
but nothing big happened until early in 
September, 1922. Dint had gotten the in- 
formation that Max Gordon and Abe Gold- 
feder were piloting the New York gunmen 
around and pointing us out to them. He 
had given orders to get Gordon and Gold- 
feder first! 

A few days later Ryan, Smith, Dougherty 


and Dint were standing near the curb line | 


in the 3000 block on Locust Boulevard. 

Gordon, Goldfeder, and another fellow 

passed in a Ford sedan. 
“Quick!” shouted Colbeck. 


“There they 
go! 

The four of them jumped into an auto- 
mobile and gave chase, overtaking the Ford 
just west of Jefferson and crowding it to the 
curb. There was a cracking of pistols and 
the car with the Egan crowd in it dashed 
east. 

Two men stumbled from the other auto- 
mobile. Gordon was shot in the head, the 
bullet coming out through his left eye, 
bringing the eyeball with it and blinding 
him. 

Goldfeder was hit in the left jaw, in the 
chest and twice in the left arm. They both 
lived. 

The police arrested all four of the Egan- 
ites, but had to turn them loose because no 
one would identify them. 

The battle waged on, with skirmishes be- 
ing fought all over St. Louis and the county. 
In March, 1923, the fighting grew so furious 
that the public and the press were demand- 
ing that the gang war be stopped. The 
police, the circuit attorney and everybody 
else were having conferences. 

Dint began to feel like he was running the 
city and the county. 


HEN late in March, a bunch of Rats 
trailed Jellyroll Hogan down North 
Grand Boulevard. He was driving fast, but 
the Rats were driving faster. They caught 
up with him and fired a volley of shots into 
his automobile. During the mix-up a poor 


little kid, Leonard Bickle, was run over and | 


crippled. Later we made up a purse of $500 
and sent it to him. 

'The police began arresting gangsters on 
sight and throwing them in the hold-over. 
But we got right out on bond. We were 


charged with carrying concealed weapons | 


but the battle kept right on. 

The thing that finally brought the gang 
war to an end was the gun fight on Locust 
Street between hard-boiled taxi drivers in 


fast-speeding automobiles, who, trying to | 


shoot each other, shot up the street. The 
Hogans and Egans got the blame for that 
fight, which finally resulted in the end of the 
gang war. Funny, wasn't it, when you con- 


sider that it was a wrong rap—that the | 
Hogans and Egans didn't have a thing to do | 


with it! 

The day after that street battle Colbeck 
called another meeting. 

“Say, fellows,” he said, 
pretty now. Guess who wants to come out 
to call on us?" 

The gang demanded to know. 


“we're sure sitting | 
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“President Phil Brockman, of the Board 


| of Police Commissioners, and Chief of De- 


tectives Hoagland.” 

Dint Colbeck explained that he had re- 
received word from the Police Department 
that President Brockman of the Board of 
Police Commissioners and Chief of Detec- 
tives Hoagland wanted to see him to discuss 
the gang war. We all discussed the proposi- 
tion and everybody had something to say 
about it. Colbeck was all puffed up. About 
the time we had agreed to invite Chief 
Hoagland and President Brockman out to 
the Inn, Elmer Runge (since murdered) ar- 
rived and broke into the conference. 

“Tve got a swell job!” he announced. 
“The State Bank of Wellston—it's ripe to 
be picked.” 

Runge explained he had been looking the 
place over for several days and that the job 
would be easy. We discussed the robbery 
from every angle and finally told Runge 
about the prospective visit from the police 
officials. It was suggested that we had bet- 
ter get the bank first and ask the police out 
afterward, and this was agreed to. 


HE next day Oliver Dougherty and I 

went to Wellston to check up on Runge's 
report. We looked over the bank. It wasat 
6200 Easton Avenue, just a few minutes by 
automobile from the Inn. It looked to us 
like a lot of money was being handled and 
that we could help ourselves without much 
trouble. We went back to the Inn and it 
was decided to stick up the bank on Friday. 
(March 16th, 1923, was the date of the rob- 
bery.) 

Colbeck told me to get a fast automobile 
and, after looking around in the city, I 
picked one that was in front of the Wash- 
ington Hotel at Kings Highway and Wash- 
ington Boulevard and stole it. (The police 
records show the car that was used was the 
property of R. L. Bayer, 4728 Leduc Street, 
and that it was stolen from in front of the 
Washington Hotel.) 

Elmer Runge, Isadore Londe (now in 
prison), Oliver Dougherty (also in prison), 
“Sticky” Hennessey (killed in wreck of his 
auto) and myself were to pull the job. I 
was to drive the car up to the curb, leave 
the motor running and then guard the en- 
trance to the bank. Runge and Dougherty 
were to stick up the people in the bank and 
Londe and Hennessey were to get the 
money. We were to make a wide circle on 
the getaway, abandon the stolen car and re- 
turn to the Inn with the dough. 

We started for the bank at a few minutes 
before ten o'clock. Each man put a hand- 
kerchief around his neck so that when we 
jumped from the automobile all we had to do 
was to pull them up over our faces. We 
pulled up in front of the bank and dashed 
in. I remained at the door. 

Runge and Dougherty ordered everybody 
to stick 'em up. The cashier (John B. Ghio) 
didn't obey and Dougherty and Hennessey 
both stuck gats in his face. Londe took 
charge of some people who had gone in the 
bank on business and hurried them into a 
little office. Hennessey took charge of these 
people and made them lie on the floor. 

Londe and Dougherty then started clean- 
ing out the cashier's cages. They put about 


| $18,000.00 in four sacks and when the work 


was done we beat it out of the bank, leaped 


| into the automobile, drove west to Irvin 


Avenue, dashed north to the Natural Bridge 
road and then changed automobiles. The 
mob drove to the Inn with the dough and I 


drove out on Claxton Avenue and left the 
stolen car. (The police found it in front of 
4511 Claxton Avenue.) 


FTER we got back to the Inn and split 

the money, Chippy Robinson, who 
wanted to be funny, called Police ‘Head- 
quarters and, without telling his name, said 
he had a hot tip on the Wellston robbery. 
He said the bank was stuck up by the Hogan 
mob. The next day or two after, the police 
arrested Edward J. (Jellyroll) Hogan, Harry 
Greenberg, Humbert Costello and Pat Scan- 
lon, all Hogan gangsters, and put them in 
the show-up at Police Headquarters for the 
bank crowd to look at. But, of course, they 
were not identified. 

Londe, Runge and myself were arrested 
suspected of the robbery. The police 
claimed to have found a handkerchief with 
the initial “R” on it in the hot automobile. 
It wasn't my handkerchief but they grabbed 
me and put me in the show-up. Londe and 
Runge were picked up when they went to 
court to give bond on concealed weapon 
cases, They put the three of us in the show- 
up and some of the bank crowd identified 
Londe and Runge. They didn't identify 
me and I was released. 

Dint got $10,000.00 bonds for Runge and 
Londe and in the end the matter was dropped 
because the police couldn't make a good 
case. The people who identified Londe and 
Runge weren't so sure about their identifi- 
cation later on. 

Soon after the bank stick-up Dint got in 
touch with President Brockman, and a few 
nights later Brockman and Chief Hoagland 
came out to the Inn about midnight. Dint 
took them up in alittle room on the second 
floor and they had a long conference. After 
they left, Dint told us that the big chiefs 
were coming back in a few days and have a 
long talk with the whole bunch. Dint said 
Brockman had told him the gang war was 
going to end or the police were going to 
make it so hard on the mob that it would 
have to leave the State. 

The gang was getting sick of the war— 
too many guys were being shot at when they 
least expected it. 

The next night two men, one an editor 
and the other a reporter of the St. Louis 
Star, called at the Inn and had a talk with 
Colbeck, the result of which was a printed 
interview with Colbeck, in which he said the 
Egans would quit fighting if the Hogan mob 
would quit. In the next twenty-four hours 
the Star reporter, Chief Hoagland and 
Colonel Brockman were all back at the Inn. 
Dint had us fix some chairs in a room on the 
second floor and both the Chief and the 
Colonel talked to us. Brockman said that 
the Police Department and the whole city 
were sick of the war and that it had to end. 

“If you don't quit fighting, and if the 
police can't stop you, we'll call out the 
Militia," Brockman told us. 

Dint then spoke up: “We'll quit if the 
Hogan mob quits. But if one of them fol- 
lows one of my boys for ten feet, the war 
will be on again.” 

Hoagland then asked each of the boys for 
his word that the shooting would end. Each 
gave it to him. 

After they had gone we gave them the 
horse-laugh. Dint was pleased at being so 
important that the police officials had to 
come to see him. 

About this time a reporter for the Star 
returned to the Inn. He had with him a 
statement signed by Jellyroll Hogan, calling 


LOVELY HAIR GROWTH 


Box Free To You! 


Would You Like Such a Result as This? 
Do you want, FREE, atrial box 
of Koskott, that has proved suc- 
cessful in so many cases? If so, 
you need only to answer this ad. 
Dr postcard or det or letter, asking for 
This famous pre- 
pon is for dandruff, thinn- 
ing. hair and several forms of 
LDNESS, In many © cases @ 
new hair growth has been re- 


orted when all = FREE 


ad failed, So why 
not sce for yourself? 

Koskott is used by men and women; is perfectly 

harmless and often starts hair growth i ina I v düys- 


KOSKOTT LABORATORY, A-226, Sta. F, New York 
GO INTO MSS Lom 


furnish Tools and Supplies for turni 
HUNDREDS of kind» PURE. and i 
Be! 


Pronte 100 to S010 500 per 


QUSE Eroii X 90 por ber cent Eg 
HOME voe 


LEER e-— 
ane Le 


7 a wrist watch of is jewelled design and guaran- 
p 3. teed movement. yer Plantinoid fancy engraved ci 
my with jewel tip. Send-for only 12 boxes Mentho-Nova Salve. 
‘Sell at 25c box. Watch given according to offer in Catal 
nt with Salve. Send no money, just name and address 
$. Co. Dept. P731 Greenville, 


New York's latest fad. 
Everybody is wearing the 
BLACK CAT ring. It's 

sepa a sensation. If un- 
Y (Love or Gentes wear 


a BLACK CA 
Made of solid silver. 


» and chase 
the jinx. Most AES ringin 
years. Only $1.79 on delivery. Money back if not more 
than pleased. Send ring measure to-day. DON'T WAIT; 


Broadway Jewelry Co., 321 Broadway, Dept. R., New York, N. Y, 


NEW d Laid ght 


BIGF 


thu Bto Seo 
EKE RADIO. m Vitus p get picture 
without camera. =F u'i pkg. with each 25c order. 
MARVEL MFG. 45. Mo Dent. 72! NEW HAVEN, CONN. 


Let Mrs. Burton 
Advise You 


Mrs. Burton Advises Women on 
Motherhood. and Companionship 


“For several „years I was denied the blessing 
of motherhood,” writes Mrs. Margaret Burton of 
Kansas City. “I was terribly nervous and sub- 
ject to periods of terrible suffering and melan- 
cholia. Now I am the proud mother of a beauti- 
ful little daughter and a true companion and in- 
spiration to my husband. I believe hundreds of 
other women would like to know the secret of 
my happiness, and I will gladly reveal it to any 
married woman who will write me." Mrs. Bur- 
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True Detective Mysteries 


The mob took the paper into 
the bar and passed it from man to man. 
| They sure were interested. Dint then went | 
| to a table and wrote and signed a statement 
like Hogan’s and gave it to the Star man. 
Everybody had a good laugh at that, too. 
When the reporter left Dint said: ‘We'll 
quit looking for Hogan’s mob, but if any of 
you guys see one of them, do your stuff.” A 
few days after the war was called off—for 
the time being—gang leaders met in court. 


INT went down to Judge Hochdoerfer's 

court with me to give bond in a con- 
cealed weapon case which was pending 
against me. Jellyroll Hogan was there with 
five or six of his boys who had the same kind 
of charges pending against them. Hogan 
and Colbeck stood near each other, but 
didn't speak. 

I wouldn't have been surprised to have 
seen the shooting start right there in the 
court-room, for each fellow who went down 
to plead not guilty to carrying concealed 
weapons had a gat on him in court. 

I was busy in court those days. Just a 
few days later I appeared in Judge Cal- 
houn's court and got nine months on a gun- 
toting charge, but appealed. My appeal in 
the Moselle freight case, in which I got 
seven years, was still pending. A couple of 
other concealed weapon cases were docketed 
against me. Then on April 17th, 1923, I 
went to trial again on the old East Alton 
bank job. It was the third trial for me and 
this time I got an acquittal. 

Returning to St. Louis, I had to go to trial 
on one of the concealed weapon cases, and 
this time I got two years in Jefferson City. 
Iappealed that case, too. 

About this time I confessed to my wife— 
told her who and what I was. She knew, of 
course, that I had been running with the 
Egan mob, but believed me when I told her 
I was a gambler. She did her best to get me 
to quit, but I couldn't. I had long since 
found out that crime was a rotten losing 
game, but I was in so deep and had so many 
cases pending against me that I had to keep 
on going to keep out of prison. She promised 
to stick with me until I would wipe the slate 
clean and go straight. 

In June, 1923, Oliver Hamilton, Clarence 
(Dizzy) Daniels and some other Cuckoo 
gangsters were arrested and charged with 
murdering Patrolman William E. Griffen 
at Telegraph Inn, out in St. Louis County. | 
The men were all broke, and one of their | 
friends came out to see us about pulling a | 
job, and getting them some money. This 
man said he had a job all ready—all he 
needed was someone to pull it. 

“What is the job?" Colbeck asked. 

“The United Railways," he answered. 

I was detailed to get a car and went out 
and stole one. (Police records show it was 
the property of Edwin B. Meissner, 6321 
Washington Boulevard.) I did not go out 
on that job. The mob went over to the 
United Railways, shouted like Indians as | 
they rushed in, stuck everybody up and put 
$38,000.00 into flour sacks. They exchanged 
shots with employees of the company as 
they departed. 

It had been planned to make a dash to the 
Meramec River, on the Lemay Ferry road, 
where the money was to be divided, and to 
throw the police off the usual scent. When | 
Dougherty got back he was sore at me and | 
complained that the automobile I grabbed 
for them was no good—that it broke down 
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True Detective Mysteries 


that they had to stick up a guy and take 
his car away from him. [Police records 
show that the bandits held up Karl Reutter, 
3404 Laclede Avenue, and took his auto.| 

Everybody got a split of the loot. 

Fred Burke, a former occasional hanger- 
on of the Egans, was arrested for the U. R. 
job recently and brought to St. Louis from 
Detroit, where he had been picked up with 
Isadore Londe for a jewelry robbery, for 
which he is doing fifteen years. 

There is one thing about the United Rail- 
ways robbery that always makes me laugh. 
Colonel Albert T. Perkins, manager for the 
receiver of the street-car company, is, or 
was at the time of the robbery, president of 
the Flying Club of St. Louis. Well, one of 
the dudes who helped rob the U. R. used his 
share of the loot to buy an airplane and join 
the Flying Club. 


ONEY split by the gang did the mem- 

bers little good. We had places to live 
and drove motor-cars—but that wasall. It 
was come easy, go easy. All mine went for 
gambling and attorney fees. I've dropped 
$1,500.00 or $2,000.00 a night shooting 
craps. I’ve seen others of the gang do the 
same thing. And the next day I had to hunt 
another chance to commit a robbery to get 
money to pay a lawyer to defend me in some 
case. Believe me, the lawyers got plenty. 

Dint was supposed to have put some of 
his dough into bonds and stashed them away 
for a rainy day. I've got exactly forty 
cents, and my wife has to work for a living. 

There was one robbery, that of the Park 
Savings Trust Company, out in Hi-Pointe, 
in which it was said in the newspapers that 
one of the robbers fired a shot over the head 
of a little girl when she started to cry. Now 
I want to tell the truth about that. Bill 
Engler (a fugitive), myself and a couple of 
men for whom the police are now looking, 
robbed that bank and here is what hap- 
pened: 

While the bank was being stuck up, the 
little girl (Phyllis Walser, ten years old, 
daughter of E. J. Walser, the cashier) began 
to cry. Engler was guarding the door and 
the people in the bank, while the others in 
the gang frisked the safe. Bill, for some rea- 
son, got excited and accidentally discharged 
his gun. The bullet passed over the little 


girl's head. 

Now if you remember, the reports in the 
papers said that the shots frightened the 
other stick-up men and that they all ran 
The reason they were 


from the bank. 


frightened was because Bill accidentally 
fired that shot. 

I won't go into the details of the St. Louis 
mail robbery and the Staunton, Illinois, jobs 
again— I’ve told those stories from the wit- 
ness-stand in Federal court. But I'll tell 
you about the robbery of the Consolidated 
Coal Company over in Collinsville, Illinois. 

Someone in Collinsville had a hunch that 
the place would be easy to make. I think 
it was a fellow who had been fired by the 
company. Anyway, this bird got in touch 
with Colbeck, who turned the job over to 
Chippy Robinson, Steve Ryan, Oliver 
Dougherty, Isadore Londe and myself. I 
stole a car for the job, but I don't remember 
where I get it. I recall it was a Cadillac. 

We drove over to Collinsville, taking re- 
volvers and a couple of riot guns. You can 
never tell what will happen in those small 
towns and the so-called hick constables have 
a lot of nerve and will put up a fight. The 
whole lay had been given us before we 
started. 

We left the Inn at about six o’clock in the 
morning, after drinking and playing cards 
all night. We had been told that the monéy 
would be drawn from the State Bank of 
Collinsville as soon as it opened. Sure 
enough, a couple of fellows (Ernest Meyer, 
chief clerk, and Albert James, both em- 
ployed by the coal company) walked into 
the bank, came out with a sack and a black 
grip and got in their car. We drove on be- 
hind them and followed them to the offices 
of the coal company. 

Just as they were unlocking the door, 
Chippy, pointing a gun at them, ordered 
"Stick 'em up!" 

They turned toward us, white with fear. 


—Ó0— 


Do Renard and the gang get away 
with their hold-up this time? Next 
month's continuaticn tells the story of 
what happened, also of the murder of 
Policeman William H. Anderson, in 
St. Louis, at ‘‘Putty Nose" Brady’s 
saloon, on Feb. 10, 1924—one of the 
most brutal and cold-blooded crimes 
ever committed; it tells too of the Londo 
murder and of the bumping off of the 
man who did that job, and gives the 
details of a series of gang killings that 
turn the blood cold to read about. Don’t 
miss the continuation of this exposé of 
the underworld—not the fiction-story 
underworld of imagination, but the real 
thing—in April TRUE DETECTIVE Mys- 
TERIES, on all news stands on March 
15th. 
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Also in this issue there will be a splendid 16-page rotogravure sec- 
tion filled with interesting and unusual deeds of danger and daring told 
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sands he is bringing back from Nome. 
perilous adventure are told in THE CURSE OF THE GOLDEN 
CARGO, by John Dorman, with a score of other entertaining stories 
in the March issue of TALES OF DANGER AND Darinc, formerly 
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Simple—isn't it? Why wasn't 
it thought of long ago? Just think 
how easy it is to save folks $35 
on their living room furniture. 
Smaller homes, smaller rooms are 
coming into vogue—smallersuites, 
too. This one is slightly smaller in 
size—but bigger in real comfort 
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Davenport, rocker and wing 
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the smoothest writing in- 
strument with which I have ever written, That 
is saying a lot. I am a teacher by profession 
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than the Inkograph, but Inkograph is better than 
elther. It is the greatest improvement in writing 
instruments since the Babylonians recorded their 
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reed. John R. Atwell, Chadwick, N. C. 
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be the same, Try and do The Inkograph, I am thor- 
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buddies all agree that it 
is best for our work, C. 
R. Morley, Allentown, Pa. 
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„ Delighted. It writes Rampton, Pensacola, Fla, 
bully—you have invented l'o - 
a pen that is perfection. phas rom aa As every 
t is so much more rapid tg Ss ^ 
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ton, Aurora, Ill Tucker, La || A j | 
I am very well pleased 


with my Inkograph. It is 
m — —— —À €— o 
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A big value That hard smooth 
Men “Writes neh Matt, old poini 
SAEI AA which makes possible writ- 


ing in ink, over the 
coarsest paper, as rapidly 
as with softest ‘ead 
pencil. 


is handier 
than any foun- 
tain pen. Big profits, quick sales, no 
investment, no competition, quick com- 
missions Send for Inkograph and 
with it receive order book, so you can 
take orders at once, or write for FREE 
Sales plan booklet, 


with 


| 


NSWERS the purpose of both 
pen and pencil combined! 
Actually improves your hand- 

writing! 

Writes freely and easily without a 
miss, skip or blur! 

Never blots, balks, dries up, 
scratches, leaks or soils hands! 
Writes equally well on rough or 
smooth paper! 

Wonderful for making carbon 
copies with original in ink! 

Draws lines to a ruler without 
smear or smudge! 

Thats what thousands of satis- 
fied Inkograph users say. Many 
tell us it is the best writing in- 
strument they have ever used 
regardless of price. Unlike a 
fountain pen, anyone can use your 
Inkograph without fear of spreading 
or injuring its 14-kt. solid gold 
point. 


Take advantage of our free 10 day trial 
offer and test the most MY 
wriling instrument you have ever used. 


THE NEW IMPROVED 


NKOGRAE 


"PENCIL POINTED PEN" 


TRADEMARK 


Reg. U. S. Pat. 
on. 


“ShePerfect Writing Instrument 


14- 


-=== 


Made of finest quality, highly pol- 
ished, black fountain pen material, 
point 
feed, safety screw cap, self-filling 
lever and clip. 
quality and appearance it is the 
equal of pens selling for a great 
deal more. 


Kt. solid gold 


In 


Not the tiniest drop of ink will 
spill, although one filling is suf- 


INKOGRAPH CO., Inc., 
DEALERS 


workmanship, 


ficient to write thousands of words. 


of both pen and pencil, minus the weak 
points of both, plus improvements not 
found in either. 


prevents clogging. No complicated mech- 
anism to clean or get out of order. 


at one time with original in ink. Bear down as 
hard as you like, without fear of bending, spread- 
ing, injuring or distorting its 14-Kt. solid gold 
point, 

Ideal for Salesmen's Orders, Private Correspond- 
ence, Office, Sales and Billing Records or any 
work requiring exceptionally clear carbon copies, 


and 


—try the Inkograph, it's all we ask, If it does 
not prove entirely satisfactory, is not handier and 
superior, and does not write smoother than an 
fountain pen you ever used, whether it cost $5, s 
$7, or $8, return it to us and we'll refund your 
money. 


159-68 Centre St., New York, N. Y. 


Stationery Stores, Drug Stores, 
Department Stores, etc., send for 
our catalog and trade prices. 


NOTE: 


When remittance accom- 


pantes order, INKO- 
GRAPH will be sent 
postage prepald. If with- 
in 10 days it does not 
rove to be all we claim 
t to be—return it and 
we will refund your 
money immediately. 


Mark X Here [] 


if you prefer ladies’ size 
with ring on cap to be 
carried on ladies’ sau- 
toir or men’s watch chain 


Your name 


and address are sufficient. Pay postman $1.50, plus 
postage on 


delivery When remittance accompanies order, Inkograph 
will be sent postage prepaid. If within ten days the Inkograph does 
return it and we'll refund your money without 
further correspondence. It is because we are sure the Inkograph will 
meet your requirements to perfection that makes it possible for us 
to make you so attractive an offer. 


INKOGRAPH CO., Inc., 
159-68 Centre St., New York, N. Y. 


Gentlemen: You may send me your Inkograph. 
$1.50, plus postage on delivery. 


not prore satisfactory 


I will pay postman 


Name 


Address 


orrera 


CitY...eescosessesosoosecsossoossese BtMtO.cesccccccscsccccesscceves 


